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*' Once, as he stood there in the white glare of 
the drop-light, he could have sworn that the 
skeleton hand moved^^ .... frontispiece 

'* In the instant, before his senses failed him, he 

heard a cry : *■ Stop / * ' * . . facing page 1 54 

*' You are a coward — do you hear — a coward 

to threaten a woman P^ . . facing page 192 

** Up and down before the silent, gaping 
peasants, with cheeks aglow, and sparkling 
eyes too bright by far ^^ . . facing page 242 
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MERCANTILE LIBRARY, 
NEW YORK. 



Qn ODuetapb^ Superieur 



** T HAVE decided not to go to Pales- 

^ tine." 

"Seriously?" 

"Seriously, I assure you." 

" You are making a mistake, Jack. You 
are, you say, constantly on the lookout 
for the odd and entertaining; a journey 
through Palestine would, at least, afford 
you something novel in methods of travel 
if nothing else." 

" I have no doubt of it." 

"Then why abandon the idea ; why not 
come along with us as originally agreed ?" 

"To be frank, Wilfred, I am not en- 
amored of the prospects of the trip. It 
means nothing but a succession of rocky 
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defiles, scrubby olive groves, damnable 
meals, and odorous natives. Excuse me,^ 
ril have no Holy Land in mine this year." 

" Your very interesting description does 
not apply to everything and everybody in 
Palestine,'' was the rejoinder, with some 
asperity and a rising inflection. 

"You're right; I forgot the monks. 
They are, I confess, rather more odorous 
than the natives." 

An opalescent cloud of fragrant smoke 
floated up from Breslin's cynical, smiling 
lips, and hung suspended for a moment 
between the men like a diaphanous cur- 
tain. Durning fanned it away with two 
swift passes of his slender, clerical hand, 
for he detested cigarettes, and went on : 

** That is not your only reason ?" 

"You know it isn't;" and the keen 
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eyes lighted suddenly with something akin 
to defiance. "I had hoped it would not 
be necessary to go into details. You 
know well enough that I do not believe 
as you and Helen da en this question 
of the Nazarene, but/' and he laughed 
softly as his mood changed, ** there is no 
reason why my prejudices should interfere 
with your pleasures.'' 

"Do not flatter yourself that they 
will." 

"Thanks ; I'm glad to hear it," he mur- 
mured, as he tossed the half-consumed 
cigarette over the terrace balustrade and 
watched it describe a gray arc till it dis- 
appeared among the dull flames of the 
pepper trees. Now that the unpleasant 
announcement of his decision had been 
made he felt greatly relieved. 
13 
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"Palestine out of the way, what are 
your plans?'' persisted Durning. 

The well-made, athletic form in gray 
scotch hitched uncomfortably in the re- 
cesses of the green wicker chair, and the 
blue eyes dropped to where Algiers lay 
spread out far below like a great white 
biirnoose, splotched with gouts of color. 
The slender minarets, squat domes, and 
tiers of houses of the sloping city in the 
distance trembled in the breath of the 
heat-ladened atmosphere. Up on Musta- 
pha Superieur the pectinated palm-leaves 
vibrated and the blood-red blossoms of 
the pomegranates nodded in the soft pul- 
sations of the African air. 

The splendor of exuberant life and color 
was all about them. The turquoise of the 
sky was reflected in a beryl bay. The 
14 
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scent of roses and geraniums swept up- 
ward among the purple creepers. The 
murmur of voices from the cool recesses 
of the hotel lobby came droning out to 
them : out to where Reverend Wilfred 
Durning, leaning against the balustrade, 
looked down on John Livingston Breslin, 
his brother-in-law, with perplexity and 
grave concern in his dark eyes. 

"I haven't quite decided yet,'* the 
younger man continued after a pause, as 
he smothered a yawn ; " my present plan 
is to run over to Naples, have a look at 
Pompeii — 'tis four years, you know, since 
I was there — then — well, a Hamburg liner 
straight back to New York." 

** Why not knock around Greece for a 
couple of months till we return, and join us 
at Brindisi or Malta for the journey home?" 
IS 
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"Greece?'' (and there was injured re- 
proof in the look). "No, Wilfred, any- 
where but there. The past of some peo- 
ple and of some nations depresses me. 
Greece was all right twenty-five centuries 
ago, but she has been all wrong ever 
since ; particularly in this age of wooden 
torpedoes, papier mache ordnance, and gov- 
ernment scandals,'' was the sarcastic reply. 

" And you will not go to Paris ?" 

"I will no^ go to Paris." This time 
there was irritation in the answer and a 
frown accompanied the words. 

'* Because she is there ?" 

"You'll have to excuse me, old man;" 
there was a gleam of gold and crystal 
in Breslin's hand as, evading the interro- 
gation, he rose to his feet. "It is four 

o'clock and I promised that liar, Si-Hamed, 
i6 
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to go over those curios in his bazaar at 
four." There was lurking humorous cyn- 
icism in his voice as he continued: 

" You and Helen go to the Holy Land 
and saturate yourselves with its mysticism 
and romance. Do not give me a thought ; 
rU take care of my precious self. When 
you get back TU go to your stereopticon 
talk on 'Pathways of Palestine* in the 
lecture-room of St. John's Church, some 
Wednesday night, and hear all about it. 
That will do me more good than if I had 
compromised with my convictions and vio- 
lated my ideals of truth by going with you 
and paying tribute to the superstitions of 
nineteen hundred years ;'* and with a light 
laugh he sauntered off toward the pepper- 
tree alley that led gently downward to the 
wide, white Blidah road. 
17 
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" Poor Jack !*' murmured the clergyman, 
"a wandering star to whom is reserved 
the blackness of darkness !" and he passed 
through the arched doorway of the hotel 
and directed his steps to where his wife, 
the cynic's sister, waiting for him, was 
watching two golden butterflies poising 
above terra-cotta urns that fairly bubbled 
over with blossoms. 
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•• \\ 7HAT is the crowd doing yonder, 

^ Antonio?" 

"I do not know, Signor," gurgled the 
guide, with a one-shoulder shrug and an 
expressive movement of two unclean hands, 
palms upward. 

It was in Pompeii. 

Jack Breslin had been prowling around 
all day in the white wilderness of stone 
and stucco, nature's anathema of the ages. 
There was a fascination to him in the 
place aside from its association with the 
past. There was, somehow, a dim anal- 
ogy between its desolation and the barren- 
ness and unprofitableness of his own life. 
There were ruined shrines in the dead city. 
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just as there were fallen idols in the sanc- 
tuaries of his heart. 

His inquiry of the guide was prompted 
by sight of a knot of laborers gathered 
at the extreme end of the street Stabia, 
while others, threading in and out of peri- 
styles and among colunins, were hurrying 
to join the group. Some object on the 
ground attracted their attention. As he 
sauntered up to the crowd the stranger 
was given right of way, seeing that he 
was a person bearing the outward marks 
of distinction, and, further, that he spoke 
the tongue of Naples with the glibness 
and grace of its own people. 

Lying in the corridor of a half-excavated 
villa was a large shell of whitish-brown, 
calcareous substance, around which the 
dusty laborers were gathered, with sub- 
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dued ejaculations and quiet wonder on 
their dull, brown, ignorant features. In 
general outline it bore an uncouth resem- 
blance to a human figure. It was badly 
broken in places, and within, like seeds in 
a dried gourd, were bones and bits of 
bronze and gold, and leather lacings. 

" It was a new and precious find, as the 
Signor could see for himself,*' sajd the fore- 
man of the laborers, approaching, while 
he awaited the coming of the Assistant 
Director, for whom the lad Emilio had 
been dispatched. 

"Would the Signor observe that the 
shell of lava contained the body of a cap- 
tain of thp Roman Guard ? Never before 
had such a treasure been unearthed, and 
with the mould in such a state of preser- 
vation." 

23 
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"Would the English Signer — Ameri- 
cano? — ^bene ! bene! the Americano Sig- 
nor " — 3, deferential removal of the hat — 
''condescend to notice that the armor was 
in a complete state of preservation? It 
was glorious T' and he rubbed his cal- 
loused palms enthusiastically together as 
evidence of his intense personal satisfac- 
tion. " No doubt the Director would order 
the distribution of as much as twenty lire 
among the men who had unearthed it in 
such perfect condition." 

Breslin, with the eye of a connoisseur, 
had noted everything. He knew that 
he was standing in the presence of one 
of the really great treasures of Pompeii. 
Centurions of the Guard in tragedy and 
witless farce, in literature and on canvas, 
had been portrayed for centuries, but here, 
24 
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at last, was the real thing. The knots in 
the leather thongs that had fastened the 
corselet were still unbroken ; the greaves 
of inlaid bronze still encircled the skeleton 
legs. It was, indeed, a rare find ! 

The thing had once been a man six feet 
in height. It had been found in the atrium 
of the villa, the right hand clasping a sword- 
hilt whose blade was missing, and the left 
tenaciously gripping what appeared to be a 
square piece of metal. Through the chip- 
ping of the lava scale on the latter there 
shone the dull verdigris of bronze. 

The legs of the figure were contracted, 
mute evidence of the awful agony of the 
death struggle on that August afternoon 
when Vesuvius became a hell and Pompeii 
a memory. 

The discovery appealed directly to Bres- 
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lin, for he was a student ; more, he was 
an archaeologist, with a reputation for 
painstaking research that was honored 
in the most exclusive scientific circles of 
Johns Hopkins, Harvard, and Pennsyl- 
vania. Inherited wealth had afforded him 
every opportunity to gratify his taste for 
research and collection. 

He was a member of a dozen scientific 
societies ; a contributor to every archaeo- 
logical exploration fund of any standing. 
He was the main support of the Babylo- 
nian expeditions that had made it possible 
for Hilprecht to carry civilization back five 
thousand years beyond the calculations of 
the most daring Biblical chronologists. He 
counted Sir John Fowler, the head of the 
Egyptian Exploration Fund ; Professor 

Maspero, and Flinders Petrie as personal 
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friends. But his greatest contribution to 
scientific research was the Breslin expedi- 
tion to the Palace of Mitla, that mysterious 
ruin whose splendors graced Oaxaca be- 
fore the Montezumas ruled or Cortez came. 
The expense, fifty-seven thousand dollars, 
was borne by its originator alone. 

And yet, as man of the world, he had 
run the gamut of folly. Possessed, by 
cultivation, of a convenient conscience 
which rarely reminded him of its exist- 
ence, he was reserved, practical, blase. 
An early and inherent tendency to doubt 
had developed into cynicism during his 
University career, and as he grew older 
this had blossomed into self-satisfied, com- 
placent agnosticism. 

Thus it came about that while his only 

sister, Helen, martyr to a frail physique, 
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plunged with the fervor of a mediaeval 
saint into the works and ways of the 
church, lovingly abetted by her husband, 
the Reverend Wilfred Burning, Breslin*s 
name was synonymous with high attain- 
ments and a gibing disbelief in revealed 
religion. 

And herein lay concealed his crown of 
sorrow. 

When old Gabriel Stenton died, after 
forty years at the Philadelphia bar, thirty- 
five of which he had spent in hackling the 
souls of his fellow-men and the last five in 
remorsefully hackling his own, he left his 
immense fortune to his wife Martha, and 
his only child and daughter, Judith. 

Socially the Stentons ranked among the 

elect of Philadelphia. 

Yet while the Quaker blood of the gen- 
28 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zbc Captain of tbe (Buarb 

erations of the Stentons in America ante- 
dated Bunker Hill by half a century, John 
Livingston Breslin's particular forebear was 
a soldier of rank in the expedition against 
Fort Duquesne, which the brutal and ob- 
stinate Braddock led through the southern 
wilds to his grave on the shores of the 
Monongahela. 

Jack Breslin had known the cultured, 
self-poised Judith Stenton from girlhood. 
As she developed into womanhood, fulfill- 
ing every prophecy of exalted beauty, he 
became a suitor for her hand. He was not 
only her equal socially, but his fortune 
measured beyond hers. As for Judith, 
she admired him; loved him, in fact, as 
she confessed to herself in secret. But 
there was, as she had discovered, an in- 
superable barrier to their union. 
29 
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He became acquainted with this fact 
when, one summer's night at Bar Harbor, 
he laid his name and fortune at her feet 
She, then barely twenty, had hoped, fool- 
ishly, after some premonitory signals of 
chilliness and disfavor upon the part of 
her mother, that he would not press his 
suit. But he did, and her answer was an 
evasion. A brief period of self-torture 
ensued, and out of the chaos of Judith's 
conflicting emotions — love, conscience, and 
fidelity to her mother's faith — she accepted 
the latter' s decision that her life as the 
wife of an agnostic would be a failure 
measured by the maternal Stenton's 
standard — a standard to which the older 
woman clung with stubborn, unyielding 
tenacity, to the destruction of Jack Bres- 
lin's dearest hopes. 

30 
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There was no fanaticism behind Martha 
Stenton's refusal of Jack Breslin's offer of 
marriage to her daughter. She was sim- 
ply sincerely orthodox. 

That was two years before. Since then 
he had traveled through China, Japan, the 
Straits Settlements, India, and Australia ; 
but the attrition of new scenes and expe- 
riences had not dinimed the memory of 
Judith Stenton's face and voice. He still 
loved her ; loved her as madly as he had 
the night he left her side without hope in 
his heart 

A letter from Burning, which reached 
him while he was poking around mid the 
white silence of the temples of Shiva, 
in Benares, told him of the death of Mrs. 
Stenton. When he joined his sister and 
brother-in-law in Algiers he learned, for 
31 
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the first time, that Judith was in Paris for 
the season. For that reason alone he 
avoided the Capital. 

It was Judith Stenton who had driven 
him to Pompeii ; to the side of the Captain 
of the Guard. 

One by one, their curiosity satisfied, the 
laborers, who had gathered at the news of 
the great discovery, returned to their toil, 
and only the American, the guide, Antonio, 
and the foreman remained. The Assist- 
ant Director had gone to the city, the 
panting lout reported as he returned, 
breathless, from his search : in default of 
orders for removal, the treasure would 
have to remain where it lay till the morn- 
ing. 

As he touched, with almost reverend 
fingers, the fragmentary, nameless thing 
32 
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there swept over Jack Breslin a sudden, 
Irresistible desire to possess the bit of 
metal in the left hand of the skeleton. 
And the swiftness of the desire was like 
a rush of blood to his brain. It re- 
turned again and again as he stooped 
beside the crumbling chattel of the ages, 
refusing to be dispelled. 

The long shadows cast by the majestic 
pillars of desolate homes and the darken- 
ing temples of dead gods told their story 
of the coming night. It was time to go, 
yet that indescribable longing to possess 
the object in the bony hand of the Centu- 
rion held sway of his mind and brain, grew 
with such cumulative force that, at last, he 
recognized in it a passion to be gratified 
at any cost. 

Then, for the first time in all his life, 
33 
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there came to him a shameless suggestion 
— theft ! Could he not steal the coveted 
treasure ? 

He was not conscious of any moral 
qualms in harboring this idea which, under 
other circumstances, would have lashed his 
soul like a whip of wire. Swayed by the 
thought, he found himself casting about 
for an opportunity ; but the wary eye of 
the chief of the laborers was upon him. 
He knelt as the other knelt, beside the 
mould and bone and metal. 

He dismissed the guide with a gold 
coin that quadrupled the usual gratuity, 
and stood at last alone with the foreman 
of the laborers. 

The swart rascal divined some hidden 
purpose, for, as he chattered garrulously 
with constant, graceful gesture, his rest- 
34 
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less black eyes searched Breslin's face for 
some revelation of desire. 

It came, but not as he anticipated. 

With assumed nonchalance Breslin drew 
from his pocket a long wallet, and opened 
it so that its contents were visible. Run- 
ning over the pile of orange and brown 
bank-notes, while the eyes of the fellow 
opposite grew moist witli sudden greed, 
he selected one of five hundred lire and, 
placing it carefully on top of the others, 
said, in the musical tongue of the inchoate 
thief: 

" I would very much like to possess that 
bit of metal in the left hand of this thing 
at my feet. I will be at the Shrine of St. 
Simon, beyond the Villa in the Via Quisis- 
ana, Castellamare, at ten o'clock to-night. 
It will be worth this five-hundred-lire note 
35 
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to any one who can deliver it to me, and I 
guarantee that no one shall ever know of 
the transaction.** 

A gasping insufflation of astonishment 
and avarice was the only response. 

Then the foreman of the laborers walked 
hastily away to where his dusty, half-clad 
battalion was lazily gouging out bits of 
volcanic debris, and conveying it in baskets 
up the banks of scoriae that Vesuvius, in 
the cumulative rage of millenniums, had 
hurled on the doomed city nineteen hun- 
dred years before. 

That night at ten o'clock, in the shadow 
of the Shrine of St. Simon, beyond the 
Villa Quisisana, in Castellamare, there was 
handed to the American a parcel done up 
in a dirty cotton cloth. The face of the 
messenger was hidden, but the figure 
36 
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was the figure of the foreman of the 
laborers. 

As he vanished up the highway in the 
darkness, his hard, spatulated, nervous 
fingers clutched a five-hundred-lire note, 
the price of his sacrilege and another's 
crime. 
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JACK BRESLIN knew his man ; knew 
so well, too, that he possessed the 
coveted treasure, that he did not bother 
to examine it until two nights later in 
his room at the Hotel Quirinale, in Rome. 

Then he experienced a shock. 

In his haste the thief, unable to detach 
the object, had, in his blundering greed, 
broken off the left hand of the skeleton 
at the wrist. 

It was a gruesome object as it lay on the 

mosaic table under the blaze of the elec- 
tric light. The fingers, brownish-white in 
color, were cemented compactly together, 
and to the metal object, by the gray, 
volcanic dust ; the sifting, impalpable pow- 
der, had preserved the contour of the hand 
41 
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and the perfect outline of every bone and 
joint. 

The sight of the thing unnerved Breslin; 
for an instant he felt just a bit " creepy " 
over its repulsive proximity. Of course it 
was his imagination, but once, as he stood 
there in the white glare of the drop-light, 
he could have sworn that the skeleton 
hand moved as though tightening its grip. 
There was something at once repellant 
and defiant in the grim clutch of those 
skinny fingers. 

After a while he picked up the ghastly 

trophy and examined it critically. It was 

unusually light for its size. Taking his 

penknife from his pocket he tapped the 

metal ; it gave back a hollow sound. He 

shook it lightly, and from the dead palm 

there came a dull, low, ghostly rattle. 
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His curiosity was aroused at this dis- 
covery. His hesitation vanished, and with 
a total absence of repugnance at the 
task, by the aid of the large blade of his 
knife, he loosened the clinging fingers, 
breaking them off one by one. The light 
scale was scraped away and he found 
in his hand a bronze box three inches 
long by half as wide and deep. A little 
more work with the blade, a wrench or 
two, and the lid opened. 

The contents, three dice and a bit of 
folded parchment, had been almost mirac- 
ulously and perfectly preserved. 

Jack Breslin was neither superstitious 
nor easily swayed by sentiment, but, with 
the fragments of the Centurion's skeleton 
fingers scattered about, and the open box 
and its strange contents lying under his 
43 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zbc (trimaon Bice 

eyes on the quaint mosaic, it did seem to 
him like a desecration ; the ravishing of a 
tomb whose punishment was sure to 
follow. 

For a long time — at least, it seemed 
long to him — he sat motionless and ab- 
sorbed, studying the creases in the parch- 
ment, yet hesitating to unfold it. Why? 
He did not know. He only felt the 
prescience of impending danger strong 
upon him. 

He turned, finally, to the dice. They 
showed signs of usage ; were nicked in 
places and their sharp corners had be- 
come rounded through long and con- 
stant use. They were of Synean alabas- 
ter; of very ordinary workmanship, as 
though they had been fashioned in the 
tent of some unskilled legionary while 
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the eagles rested on the banks of the 
Tagus, or the vanguard of the Roman 
Empire halted in the forests of Dalmatia. 

They were three-fourths of an inch 
square, and instead of dots there were 
little crosses filled with a red-glazed en- 
amel. Only five faces were thus marked, 
thr sixth being blank. 

At last he brought himself to take up 
the parchment, which he smoothed out 
carefully upon the table, for it was very 
dry and brittle. It was a letter, and the 
characters were crude and uneven ; written 
in what must have been, in that far Roman 
day, a coarse, unschooled hand. Strangely 
enough, however, the ink was as brilliant 
and glossy as though it had been dipped 
from the well but a fortnight before. 

Breslin was more than a clever Latin 
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scholar ; he had taken first prize for Latin 
composition in his Junior year at Penn- 
sylvania, but the translation of this screed 
which had come so strangely into his 
possession bothered him. He pored over 
it for a full half-hour, making a free trans- 
lation on the back of an envelope. After 
correcting and recorrecting, he read as 
follows : 

To Suetonius, 

Centurion of the Guard at Pompeii, 
Greeting : By the hand of Falmas, the freeman, 
I send thee the lots of Pluto which thou long hast 
coveted. They are thine for brief space until I shall 
reclaim them. As thou knowest, they are the lots 
which were cast by the Judean Legion of Hermonidas 
for the possessions of that troublous false prophet, 
the Nazarene, Christus, of whose crucifixion thou 
hast heard. By this, thou merry glutton and wine- 
bibber, have I fulfilled my promise unto thee. Make 

46 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



most of thy opportunity ; yet I warn thee that the 
good fortune bestowed with these hath blood penalty ! 
Farewell ! 

From HoRATius, 
Centurion of the Guard at Herculaneum, 

A smile of incredulity settled itself 
around his lips as he laid down the letter 
and picked up the dice to examine them 
again, this time with still greater care and 
curiosity. He held them between his eyes 
and the light, one after another, and 
through the semi-transparency of the ala- 
baster the blood-red enamel of the tiny 
crosses glowed with fiery brilliancy. He 
made a throw from his hand with them, 
and the faces uppermost counted fourteen, 
next to the highest that could be made: 
another, and they rolled out fifteen — the 
highest 
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"What a superstitious, gambling, wine- 
drinking set those old Romans were !" he 
said to himself, as he folded and replaced 
the letter of Suetonius carefully in its 
bronze receptacle. "And there are no end 
of people who would be willing enough to 
believe. the drunken old Centurion's fable 
that these dice are, in reality, the lots that 
were cast by the Roman soldiery for the 
garments of the Christ.'* 

" What a beautiful sensation this would 
make if the newspapers got hold of it!" 
he continued, chuckling at the idea, as he 
walked over to the dressing-case and 
deposited the dice upon a silver filigree 
tray, the receptacle for his cuff and collar 
buttons and scarf-pins. 

That night the bony fragments of the 
fingers of Suetonius, the Centurion, were 
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dropped from the Ponte St. Angelo into 
the star-dotted waters of the Tiber. 

The Corriere di Napoliy that reached 
Rome the following day, published under 
display headlines the story of the sacrilege 
tljat had been perpetrated on the exhumed 
body of a Roman Centurion in Pompeii ; 
a reward of twenty-five hundred lire was 
offered for information which would lead 
to the arrest of the criminal. 
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A FORCED apologetic cough from the 
vicinity of the dressing-table caused 
Mr. John Livingston Breslin to turn from 
the window and a contemplation of the 
crowd in the street below. The cough 
was an invariable prelude to conversation 
on the part of Michele Brogi. 

'' The Signor will doubtless have no use 
for me to-night after his departure to 
the countess* reception ?'' said the valet- 
courier, with a rising inflection to mark 
the interrogation, as he ostentatiously 
busied himself with the toilet articles on 
the table. 

Breslin smiled at the transparent guile 
of the fellow. 
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" But suppose I have occasion for your 
services, Michele ?" 

**Then Michele will be at the Signor's 
instant command." 

"Well, let us suppose that I will not 
need you ! What then ?'* 

"Then, if the Signor graciously per- 
mits, I will join some friends in the 
Vicolo Del Pallonetto for a bite of cheese 
and a sup of chianti for an hour or so." 

The ostentatious industry had become 
exaggerated activity by this time. It 
halted abruptly as Breslin gave his con- 
sent, to which a sweeping bow of thanks 
was the response. 

'' The Signor has some curious dice 
here,*' and the Neapolitan took the relics 
of Suetonius from the little jewel tray on 
the table and clicked them in his hand. 
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" Yes, they are a little out of the usual 
run of that sort of thing, I believe," re- 
plied his master, without vouchsafing 
further explanation. 

"Would the Signor graciously permit 
the loan of these for the evening ? My 
friends sometimes chance a few soldi on 
the luck of a cast or the turn of a card," 
and Michele waited half-entreating, half- 
expectantly, the dice in his extended right 
hand. 

" Oh ! take them if you wish," was the 
careless assent. Then, in mock severity : 
"Mind you return them without fail, to- 
gether with ten per cent, of your win- 
nings as my commission for their use." 

" The Signor will receive his own again 
if it is the last act of my unworthy life," 
responded Michele, with a profound bow. 
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" I am sure, Signer, that their oddity is a 
talisman." 

Michele Brogi was a cunning rascal. 
For twenty years he had combined, in the 
offices of valet and courier, those of inter- 
preter and collector of commissions from 
merchants recommended by him to tour- 
ists. He had served Breslin on former 
visits to Naples, and now, that the latter 
had run down from Rome a few days in 
advance of sailing for home, he found the 
suave, insinuating, well-nigh indispensable 
lackey waiting his coming. 

His breed is dying out, largely because 
they have been found out. Tourists, in 
this pork, pig-iron, and free-library age, 
who have money for special trains on the 
continent and credit for the purchase of an 
empire, and whose brilliancy of entourage 
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causes even the glory of royalty to cast 
a shadow, have learned to carry their 
valets and secretaries with them. 

The blaze of the mid-morning awak- 
ened the American the following day. 
That and a faint knocking on the panel 
of his door. 

" Come in !" he murmured, drowsily. 

The knocking was repeated. "Come 
in !" he shouted angrily, raising himself 
on his elbow in search of Michele. 

The knob turned, but the door was 
bolted on the inside. 

Rising and throwing a dressing-robe 
around his shoulders, he crossed the room 
and flung the door wide open. A slender, 
pallid youth stood on the threshold, with 
a background of half a dozen open-jawed 
servants. His eyes were swollen with 
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weeping and his features bore the impress 
of a great fear and a great sorrow. 

** What's all this row about?" 

For answer the youth, cap in hand, 
stepped timidly into the room and closed 
the door in the face of the gaping 
servitors. 

**I am the brother of Michele Brogi," 
he began, respectfully. 

" Oh you are ? Then I suppose you 
come with an excuse from him. Where is 
the rascal this morning ; sleeping off a 
drunken debauch ?" 

** Yes, and no, Signor,'* replied the lad, 
with unlooked-for dignity and calmness. 
There was something in his manner that 
halted further imprecations on Breslin's 
lips. 

"Michele will come no more forever, 
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Signer! He is asleep, but it is the sleep 
of death." 

There was indescribable pathos in the 
attitude and words of the boy. He 
gulped down a sob and without waiting 
for a reply continued: '* Michele is dead 
and I have brought back your dice." In 
the slender, swarthy, extended palm lay 
the dice of Suetonius. 

" Here also, Signor, is your share of 
Michele's winnings," and he thrust forth a 
small, worn, blue-velvet bag, heavy with 
coin. 

" My share of the winnings ?" inquired 
Breslin with perplexity, not recovered 
from his overwhelming astonishment at 
the news. " What do you mean ? Michele 
dead! My share of the winnings; what 
the devil are you driving at ?" 
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Retreating to the bed he seated himself 
on its edge and, drawing the robe closer 
about him, motioned the youth to a chair. 
The boy declined and went on, respect- 
fully, but with trembling voice and a brave 
effort to restrain his grief, which, with 
every other sentence, seemed about to 
break into lamentation: 

" The Signor will listen ! Last night 

Michele went for a little sport ; it was the 

weekly gathering at Alinari's. There were 

present Zerbarini, the wine-merchant's 

clerk ; Casaletto, the mason's son, and four 

others. One, a stranger, was introduced 

by Serafino Figlio, the brother of the 

grocer. The stakes were not high, but 

fortune favored my brother. Blessed 

Lady, what luck ! Nothing like it was 

ever known. Two thousand lire in gold 
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and notes and a thousand more in promises 
to pay!" His upturned eyes and palms 
were an appeal to the Saints to witness 
that they, too, had never beheld such rare 
fortune. 

Then, as the memory of the night's 
happenings grew upon him, his words fell 
faster. He spoke rapidly, with quick in- 
drawings of the breath and frequent, 
graceful gestures. 

" I know not how it came, but someone 
— the stranger, I think — used a vile word. 
Michele resented it. It was a foul expres- 
sion, Signor; one that had never been 
heard among the friends at Alinari's. 
This man, a Genoese sailor, I have heard, 
had been sullen all night because of heavy 
drinking." 

"I was serving the wine and paid but 
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litde heed to his mutterings until, alas ! 
too late. There was a cry of * cheat,' and 
then — and then — the stiletto. It was the 
stranger who dealt the blow, and before 
voice or hand could be raised he was gone, 
leaving the steel in Michele's breast. 
Michele died in my arms." 

A pathetic pantomime ensued, the lad 
crossing himself devoutly and repeatedly 
while his lips moved in silent prayer. 
From the edge of the bed Breslin watched 
the performance in silence, without at- 
tempting to interrupt it by questions. 
After a moment the boy continued: 

"Before he ascended to blessed Peter 

and the Saints, Michele gave me these 

dice and directed me to deliver them to 

the Signor, whom he was pleased to serve 

at the hotel, together with ten per cent, of 
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his gain. Here it is. Oh ! the Signer need 
not shrink/* he exclaimed, indignantly, 
with a sudden uplifting of his head, dash- 
ing away his tears with his hand, as he 
detected a gesture of abhorrence in his 
auditor. ** Michele was no cheat." Then 
suddenly softening: 'Besides, Signor, 
all the remainder is mine, for I am his 
only brother." 

" Put the dice yonder,** said Jack, kindly, 
as the boy finished, indicating the jewel 
tray. " Keep the money, lad ; keep it all. 
I jested with Michele when I claimed a 
share of his winnings. See that he has 
a handsome funeral." 

The death of his valet had a horribly 
depressing effect on Breslin for the re- 
mainder of the day. But it never oc- 
curred to him to attribute the crime, by 
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which Michele Brogi had lost his life, to 
his possession of the dice of Suetonius. 
The workings of his practical American 
mind never veered to a contemplation 
of the relics in any other light than of 
curios ; of which the most valuable, in his 
estimation, was the parchment letter. It 
was a gambler's quarrel, and the unfor- 
tunate Neapolitan got the worst of it! 
That was all there was of it. 

As for the dice, they were odd, to be 
sure ; worthy a place, and a conspicuous 
one, in the University of Pennsylvania's 
museum exhibit of the Games and Pas- 
times of ancient peoples. He had even 
contemplated having one of them banded 
with gold to be used as a watch-chain 
charm. But the weird coincidence of 
crosses stained carmine, instead of dots 
64 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zhc fate of ffticbclc Brofit 

painted black, had never occurred to him. 
The sinister suggestion of a curse, reach- 
ing across the Gulf of Time from the Place 
of the Skull to the gambler's table in the 
shadow of Vesuvius, never entered his 
thoughts remotely for an instant. 
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T T was Thursday night, the night of that 
wretchedly unpleasant day, and Jack 
Breslin, longing for the sound of kindred 
voices, had decided to dine at one of the 
popular restaurants in the Gallery Um- 
berto, a rendezvous of English and Ameri- 
can tourists. 

He felt out of sorts. He was oppressed 
with an indefinable sense of impending 
disaster, though he argued with himself 
that to entertain such an idea seriously 
was to offer a gratuitous insult to his com- 
mon sense. But, in spite of his logic, he 
could not dispel the feeling of depression 
that weighted down his usually buoyant 

and elastic spirits. It was a repetition of 
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the sensation of mingled fear and dread 
he had experienced a few nights pre- 
viously in Rome, after he had torn the 
bronze box from the clinging fingers of 
the dead Centurion. 

He was adjusting his cravat at the 
dressing-table when his eyes fell on the 
dice lying where the grief-stricken boy had 
left them nine hours before. Impelled by 
a sudden impulse, he thrust them into his 
vest-pocket. 

Ten minutes later all idea of dining out 
had faded from his mind. 

In its place, and absorbing every other 
plan and purpose, there came swiftly, born 
of no determinate cause, an overpowering 
desire to do something in which the ele- 
ment of danger was involved. 

T9 that moment John Livingston Breslin 
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fancied that he had run the scale of purely 
physical sensations ; but this one was de- 
lightfully new; it was like a draught oi 
strange cordial. He had not been drink- 
ing. His brain was perfectly clear. His 
nerves, too, were above reproach, for when 
he held out his hand he could not discern 
the slightest tremor. 

He dropped into a chair with his head 
between his hands, and endeavored to an- 
alyze his sensations; but they were so 
hopelessly complex that the effort was a 
failure. He walked rapidly up and down 
the apartment, but the exertion brought 
no relief. The desire had developed so 
rapidly that it confused him, and he leaned 
against the wall and passed his hand across 
his forehead with a hazy notion that he 
might thus brush it from his brain. He 
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picked up a book and attempted to read, 
but the lines wavered and grew indistinct, 
while all the time the fierce yearning 
seethed and bubbled in his veins. 

In a last endeavor to distract his mind 
he seized his hat, and, indifferent to the 
curious glances directed at him, rushed 
wildly forth into the street. 

He plunged into the crowd and strove 
to interest himself in it — in the brilliantly 
illumined shop - windows ; in the gaunt, 
aristocratic faces that went by in the uni- 
versally shabby equipages. Even the pic- 
turesque misery of the whining beggars, 
and the importunities of the brazen-faced 
flower-girls on the Via Roma, held his 
attention for but a passing moment. He 
flung a coin into the lap of the mendicant 

with a curse, and an instant after the deft 
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fingers of Maria, the flower-seller, had 
pinned the boutonni^re on his lapel he 
tore It off in a transport of sudden rage 
and flung it into the gutter. 

Gradually, like a dim light breaking from 
out the chaos, there crept a clear, well- 
defined, compelling to risk something — 
money, reputation, life, if need be. He 
knew instinctively that he could fling any- 
thing into the balances of chance with abso- 
lute confidence of success; and with it 
came a fierce delight in the knowledge 
that, in this respect, he stood supreme in 
all the world. 

Yet he appreciated his danger. As 
clearly as he ever saw anything did he 
discern the pit that lay before him if he 
yielded control of his moral nature to this 
passion. He combated it, though vainly, 
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with all the strength of his trained, thor- 
oughly balanced mental powers. 

Impotent to order or control the current 
of his thoughts and desires, he returned to 
his apartments, and, dragging himself to 
the window, leaned heavily against the 
casing, watching the current of human life 
swirl by under the blaze of the street lamps. 
The struggle was over. In the last few 
moments of his frenzied walk, weakened 
by the appalling power of the new, strange 
suggestive force, he had surrendered to its 
domination. 

For an instant, in an eddy of the living 
tide below, he caught sight of the sorrow- 
ful, boyish face of Michele Brogi's brother. 

"I have it!" he exclaimed, aloud, as if 
suddenly inspired ; "TU take a look at the 
neighborhood where Brogi was knifed ! '' 
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Then he paused and laughed to himself 
in a foolish, cunning way, as he glanced 
down at his fashionable suit. "Not in 
these things; you'd be too respectable. 
You must dress the part, my boy ! When 
you are going to the devil's masquerade, 
don't try to outshine your host." 

As he prepared for his untried r61e, mad 
and capricious suggestions rose incessantly 
to his brain like fumes of old brandy in the 
nostrils. Consideration of his social posi- 
tion, of his duty to himself, weighed noth- 
ing against them. Some demoniac power 
was luring him from all his established and 
formal rules of conduct. He delighted in 
an elfish purpose to ignore every social 
barrier, fling aside all proprieties, and 
plunge into any dissipation that would 
gratify this paramount passion. 
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An hour before midnight the doorman at 
the private entrance to the Hotel Vesuve 
endeavored to catch a glimpse of the face 
of a masquerader, a sailor, who lurched 
out quickly past him and was swallowed 
up in the crowd. 

This same sailor a little later formed 
one of a party of five, alike in habiliment 
and strange oaths, that gathered around a 
pine table behind the faded brilliancy of a 
dirty chintz curtain that bisected a villain- 
ous dive just off the Strada di Santa 
Lucia. 

It was a low resort for seafarers engaged 
in the Mediterranean trade. Drunken sail- 
ors from English and American yachts, 
always cleaner and better fed than the 
coarse, ear-ringed sailormen of France and 
Italy, often wandered into the place to be 
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drugged and robbed, for the rear was a 
gambling den, while the outer half was 
given over to the sale, in pittance 
quantities, of fiery liquors — raw Caru- 
pano rum, chemical chianti, and vitriolic 
brandies. 

It was a quarter before one by the 
wooden Swiss clock on the filthy wall 
when Jack Breslin, kicking away the three- 
legged stool from beneath him with a 
coarse oath that fell with unctuous fervor 
from his lips, declared that he had had 
enough ; anyhow, he didn*t like the smell 
of the place. 

"Wat y' smella?'* demanded a swarthy 
litde Genoese with an evil eye. 

"Sour wine, sewer-gas, and you swabs,*' 
retorted Breslin. "Your gamers no good 
and Tm going to quit you." 
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Four sodden faces flamed angrily, and 
a bellow of profanity arose in protest like 
reek around him. 

" Nobody but a thief 'u'd quit a game, 
n' good company, n* good drinks w'en 'es 
a winner ; n' I thinks you're that thief," 
leered the wretch next to him, a Liver- 
pool seaman, as he staggered to his feet 
and drew a sheath-knife, 

**Sit down you fool, or you'll never 
smell salt water again," and the mock 
sailor, laying a hand on the shoulder of 
the blackguard, forced him struggling back 
into his place. 

There was a swelling of hot rage in 
Breslin's throat that meant murder. 

"Ye'r a thief frum nubuddy knows 

w'ere ; that's wot ye are," yowled another 

of ^e maudlin quartet, rising heavily and 
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unsteadily. The next instant the mil- 
dewed walls echoed with a cry: 

-Guido! Guido!" 

The shuffling of sloven feet beyond the 
curtain heralded the appearance of the 
presiding evil genius of the resort. He 
was a fat, greasy ruffian with ponderous 
belly, prognathous jaws, and a complexion 
akin to suet in color. A fringe of brown 
hair that was fitted into the semicircle of 
his bald head in stubborn wisps ; heavy, 
sensual, colorless lips, and sunken, shifty 
eyes, of no distinguishable color, gave him 
a grotesque yet cruel appearance. 

** Guido," rang out the voice, with a 
snarl, "will'e see y'r customers robbed 
be a bloomin,* thievin' Yankee? 'E's 
won 'r money an* 'e*s a goin* to quit 
A'sides, 'e swears y'r place stinks." 
79 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zl)c Crimson Dice 

"Who's the thief?'' demanded the pro- 
prietor sulkily in his native tongue, looking 
from one to another, but avoiding Breslin's 
gaze, 

**'Ere *e is a standin' afore ye," and 
the snarl ended in a whine as he pointed 
to the American towering above the 
crapulous human brutes. 

The divekeeper shot one quick, en- 
compassing glance at the stranger, as he 
stood there grimly crushing his neigh- 
bor into his seat; then, because there 
was something in his eyes that awed 
him, he said, turning upon the drunken 
crew : 

" He's no thief. If he's got yer money 
he'll do damned well to keep it. If I had 
it you'd never see the color of it again." 

And having thus delivered himself, he 
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slouched from the room with curses hurt- 
ling at his broad, retreating back. 

**Look here!'* exclaimed Breslin, quietly, 
as Guido disappeared, "you bilge rats 
squeak because I'm going to quit your 
game, don't you? Well, you've a right 
to. You're a set of poor, ignorant, 
drunken devils, and I don't want your 
money. Do you hear ? I'd skin you all 
to a finish if I stayed an hour longer, but 
I'm through with you; done with you 
forever. Here ! take this and divide it !" 

While speaking he had emptied his 

winnings, all but one fifty-lire note, into 

his cap. As he ceased he tossed the gold, 

silver, and paper, the currency of three 

nations, into the centre of the table. A 

sovereign and two napoleons rolled to the 

floor, precipitating a wild scramble which 
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sent the table crashing over on its side. 
Then he left them grovelling on the floor, 
while a chorus of fierce oaths and the 
sound of blows followed his wake as he 
strode from the den, pausing only to toss 
the bank-note across the narrow bar to the 
expectant proprietor. 

It was an overcast night Now and 
then stars, like the eyes of Seraphim, 
peeped out of the murky zenith and drew 
back as though frightened at sight of 
the black sphere swinging far below in 
abysmal space. The streets were de- 
serted. Here and there a lamp flashed 
from a latticed window in the high build- 
ings that towered on his right. Out in 
the bay swaying ship-lights gleamed from 
mastheads like fairy torches. He felt 

flushed and overheated, and bared his 
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head gratefully to the ruffling breeze that 
came in off the water. 

'* Would the Signor like some real 
sport ? The company he has just left — 
bah ! 'tis not for such as he f* 

The voice was low and deferential. It 
came over his left shoulder, and, turning 
swiftly, Breslin recognized under the 
flickering wall lamp the head waiter of his 
hotel. The fellow had either followed him, 
or, meeting him by chance, had penetrated 
his disguise. 

"A capper, eh! Did you follow me?" 
cried the American, angrily. 

The expressive slang was wasted on its 
subject, whose only answer was a shrug 
and a deprecatory smile. 

*'Did you follow me?" he reiterated, 
threateningly. 
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The query was again ignored, as the 
other went on in his cringing voice, extend- 
ing his hands in a pleading way : 

** If the Signor would like a game where 
much is to be won — or lost — I think that 
I, Pietro Ferri, can serve him. He will 
pass for an English yachtsman and I 
can vouch for the preservation of his 
incognito/' 

For one instant a resolution to abandon 
his mad career formed itself in Breslin's 
mind : then there came again that onrush 
of desire which swept away every barrier 
of prudence or precaution. 

'' Do you play ? *' he inquired suspi- 
ciously, closely scanning a face upon 
which craftiness rather than crime was 
depicted. 

"As the Signor wills,'* was the sug- 
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gestive reply. " By St. Anthony ten lire 
is my fortune to-night." 

" It must be a great game if a man with 
ten lire can sit in it.'' 

" Ten lire ? Holy Mother!'* And Pietro 
Ferri laughed immoderately with uplifted 
hands. " Ah ! the wit of these Americans." 

" What are you gibbering about, you 
fool?" 

"Ten thousand lire, more like," replied 
the Neapolitan indignantly, sobering at 
the insulting words. "Faugh ! I beg my 
own pardon ;" and he snapped his fingers 
contemptuously. "I was mistaken. Go 
your way ! Such games are not for you. 
See!" he sneered, "your friends are call- 
ing you," and he waved one hand de- 
risively toward the swinging doors of the 
dive through which, mingling with the 
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reeking odors of the place, came a medley 
of cries and oaths. 

" See here, Pietro Ferri, who are you, 
anyhow ?** inquired Breslin, pretending 
Ignorance. 

"A gentleman !" 

" One wouldn't suspect it, seeing where 
you are." 

"With you? No! and so I bid you 
good-night.'' 

" Hold on !" cried Breslin, laughing 
harshly and laying a detaining hand on the 
other's arm. Producing a roll of bank- 
bills he selected two of the denomina- 
tion of five hundred lire and thrust them 
roughly into the other's hand. 

** You're half honest, I believe, and I'll 

try your game. We'll both play. If its 

on the square we'll divide. Understand ? 
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That means FU give you half my win- 
nings/* 

"Do you hear, Pietro Ferri?" he de- 
manded fiercely, as his mood darkened and 
he bent his flushed, sneering face within 
six inches of the other's : 

" rU give you half my winnings — and — 
I — cannot — lose." 

It was an old-fashioned, decaying, ill-kept 
apartment, in the vicinity of the Porta 
Capuana, with high ceiling, heavy, obso- 
lete stucco cornice, and elaborate centre- 
piece, to which Pietro Ferri conducted 
him. The floor was worn and bare. A 
gaudy chromo of the Royal Family, in a 
cheap gilt frame, and a lithograph of an 
Italian cruiser plowing white foam from 
a Paris-green sea, relieved the monotony 
of frescoed walls that were garlanded 
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with faint odors ot garlic and gorgon- 
zola. 

Six men sat around the table. At irreg- 
ular intervals a frowsy, slip-shod oaf in 
shirt-sleeves, with a face like a marmoset, 
served chianti and brandy from a mag- 
nificently hand-carved sideboard that once 
upon a time might have adorned a palace 
of the Colonnas. 

Breslin's appearance aroused no com- 
ment from the gamesters, a display of 
breeding quite unexpected. He repressed 
a smile though, as he glanced around the 
room with its shabby furnishings, and re- 
called his guide's description of it as " a 
place where much was to be won or lost.'' 
His amusement crystallized into surprise 
when, roughly estimating the value of the 

gold and notes staked on one play, he 
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made it out to be about twelve hundred 
lire, or two hundred and fifty dollars. 

The players, as Pietro Ferri discreetly 
whispered, were men of affairs : a notary, 
an army officer, a wine-merchant, the 
manager of a maritime company, a wool 
factor, and an hotel proprietor. 

Pietro was familiarly known to every- 
one. There were mutual introductions 
and the visitors were invited to participate 
in the play. That there might be no 
doubt as to his ability to meet his obliga- 
tions, Breslin placed bills amounting to 
five thousand lire on the table before him, 
with his sheath-knife to weight them down. 

A clever poker-player in his University 

days, a few deals sufficed to give him a 

perfect insight into the game. Indeed, 

his passion seemed to endow him with an 
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intelligence that laid bare its details and 
intricacies, although he had never seen it 
played before. Instinctively, by the same 
power, he knew that he would win. 

The agreeable, courteous manner of the 
Neapolitan gamblers, exhibited when he 
first sat down, continued but a litde while. 
As the pseudo-sailor's winnings grew they 
dropped all dissimulation. Rage over 
continuous losses found expression in 
coarse profanity and violent adjuration of 
luck. 

As the morning grew, Breslin resorted 

more and more to the stimulants liberally 

supplied by the low-browed servitor. This 

creature, who was built like a gladiator, 

when not engaged at the sideboard took 

up a place behind the Philadelphian's 

chair and watched the multiplication of 
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his winnings with greedy, envious eager- 
ness. Ever/ glass of smoky brandy that he 
served, reflected eyes that grew brutishly 
animated in contemplation of the growing 
heap of gold and notes. 

As for Pietro Ferri, fortune seemed to 
have touched him, too, with her golden 
wand ; his original stake of one thousand 
lire had, in an hour, grown to five times 
that sum. He played cautiously and with 
great deliberation. Breslin played with an 
abandon that amounted to recklessness. 

For fully half an hour not a word had 
been spoken. The heavy breathing of the 
players, the rustle of bank-bills, the ring 
of gold, now and then a muttered oath, 
the slipshod tread of the vile drink server, 
and the occasional rattle of a vehicle in the 
street outside, alone disturbed the quiet of 
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the apartment. Continuous and increas- 
ing losses, and the necessity for concen- 
trating every faculty on the game, kept 
the gamblers silent. 

Had Breslin been less absorbed he 
might have noted the constant surveillance 
of his play and the frequent exchange of 
swift, significant glances between the 
players. An equally close watch was kept 
upon his sponsor, Ferri ; but no protest 
or audible comment escaped the lips of 
the Neapolitans. Breslin's luck was phe- 
nomenal ; that of Ferri but little less. 

Suddenly, without warning, there was a 

muttered, horrible imprecation, and Pal- 

urzo, the notary, sitting next to Ferri on 

his right, half rose and leaned toward the 

latter with upraised, clenched hand. There 

was a gleam of steel, the sound of a blow, 
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dull and hollow, a groan, followed by a 
goirgling cry, and the notary sank back in 
his chair with flushed, distorted features. 

Ferri dropped his cards limply and sat 
with a stupefied expression for the fraction 
of a moment ; then, with ghastly counte- 
nance and bulging eyes, he strove to rise, 
but, failing, fell backward in his chair, with 
a hoarse, appealing, inarticulate cry. He 
sat for what appeared to be an intermin- 
able length, though it was only a few 
seconds, his lips working and his eyes 
rolling in paroxysms of voiceless pain. 
Then, in a final convulsive struggle, he 
threw his arms upward, the action accom- 
panied by a gurgling sound of blood well- 
ing into his throat ; the veins in his neck 
bulged into corrugated ridges, his features 
reddened and grew dark, and he pitched 
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forward, his face striking the table heavily, 
while the fingers of his outstretched hands 
twisted spasmodically among the scattered 
heaps of gold. A heaving of the back 
once or twice, a tremulous movement of 
the arms, and a faint, half-smothered rattle 
in the throat marked the end. 

The tragedy was enacted so swiftly 
that none of the living stirred from his 
place, and seven pairs of eyes watched 
the death agony of the wretch, fascinated 
by the flight of a human soul 

The splashing drip of blood on the bare 
floor broke the tense silence and recalled 
them to their senses. 

" He deserved it,'' cried the murderer, 
doggedly, with an oath, flinging the stiletto 
into a corner beyond the sideboard. 

"He has cheated all night," he con- 
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tinued hoarsely, glancing around with 
sullen eyes for some approval of his deed. 
His swarthy face was yellow with passion 
and fear. 

" He has won every time he dealt ; and 
he has not lost once to-night. He was a 
thief; do you hear? — a thief. He stole my 
money and yours, and yours;'* and he 
pointed rapidly in turn to the others in the 
circle with a long, bony forefinger. ** Think 
you I know not ? Til prove it ! Here, 
Bacci !'* he cried in a thick voice, turning 
to the servitor, "lift him and let us see 
how many cards are under his legs." 

The brutish creature pulled the limp 
form back into the chair, the head, with 
fixed, wide-open eyes and dripping lips, 
lolling horribly from side to side ; then, 
passing his arms beneath those of the 
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dead man, he raised him roughly from his 
seat. The indisputable evidence of Pietro 
Ferri's crime fell in a little shower in and 
around the pool of blood ; a half-dozen 
cards all told, but they were sufficient to 
account for the sequence of luck that had 
led him to his death. 

** Enough !*' exclaimed Cuneo, the army 
officer, with a graceful, contemptuous wave 
of his hand toward the huddled, inanimate 
figure. **He was a scoundrel and deserved 
his fate. Remove him ! Palurzo, permit 
me" — and he extended his hand in con- 
gratulation across the table. 

With the indifference of one to whom 
such scenes were not wholly unfamiliar, 
the attendant dragged the form, with hang- 
ing head and arms and sprawling legs, 

across the apartment and deposited it at 
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full length on the floor, close against the 
wall. He flung it down as though it had 
been a manikin, and kicked the arms into 
place lengthwise of the trunk. Then an 
old table-cover was spread over the pool 
of blood beneath the table to absorb it, the 
ill-gotten money was gathered together 
and placed on the sideboard, and the game 
proceeded as though foul murder had not 
stalked through the rich ruin of the old 
room. 

No attempt was made to cover the 
ghastly object or screen it from the guilty 
sight of the living, and through the re- 
mainder of that black morning of mad de- 
bauchery the neglected dead, with pallid 
face and glassy eyes turned appealingly 
upward, lay almost within touch of Jack 
Breslin's hand. 
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The miracle of it was that through it all 
he had never winced or felt the slightest 
tremor of nervousness. The crime was 
committed so quickly that it was com- 
pleted before he quite understood; before 
he could utter a protest or offer resistance ; 
though, could he have done either, his 
action would not have averted the deed ; 
instead, he more than likely would have 
shared a similar fate. 

Cheating at cards is the one thing which 
men, high or low, never forgive, and pun- 
ishment of the crime is never protested. 

It did not occur to Breslin that he was 

an accomplice. He did vaguely wonder 

what ultimate disposition would be made 

of the body ; how the crime would be 

avenged ; in what manner the deed would 

be concealed from the authorities. 
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He indulged in a criminal self-satisfac- 
tion that he had experienced the unique 
sensation of witnessing a murder com- 
mitted at his elbow. He smiled inwardly 
as he thought of the shock to certain of 
his club friends when he casually referred 
to ** that fellow who was murdered by my 
side in Naples/' 

That the dead man was his sponsor was, 
in his perverted mental and moral condi- 
tion, a matter of indifference to him. He 
experienced no warmth of sympathy, 
no pain of regret for the victim. He 
regarded the tragedy in the light of a 
decidedly novel experience. It wasn't his 
concern and the victim was nothing to 
him. If Neapolitan gamblers wanted to 
cheat and kill each other, it was not his 
business to interfere. 
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The episode had closed with the clink- 
ing, once around, of brandy glasses. Pal- 
urzo's oaths were becoming more unctu- 
ous, evidence that his nerve was growing 
steadier, and the coarse wit of Cuneo 
flashed more frequently, when a mad 
idea entered Breslin's head. Resting 
his elbows on the table, with his cards 
clasped in both hands under his chin, he 
glanced quietly around and said, with 
studied deliberation : 

** Gentlemen, I am a pretty heavy 
winner myself; perhaps someone ques- 
tions the correctness of my playing?** 

No one replied, though all eyes were 
turned on him. 

"No one here is a coward," he con- 
tinued, with a cynical, provoking smile, 
" and no one need hesitate to speak ;*' and 
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his gaze went steadily round the table, 
resting quizzically on each repellant 
countenance in turn. 

Still no one responded to his challenge, 
though the scrutiny of his radiant, reck- 
less countenance was not relaxed. The 
silence was ominous, yet, in his inex- 
plicable mood, he could scarcely restrain 
himself from laughter. He was intoxicated 
with the sense of danger ; his blood tingled 
with an exhilaration like that experienced 
on a bracing November morning. 

** You have won fairly," replied Cuneo, 
the army officer, slowly, after awhile. 
"We have watched you, because luck like 
yours is phenomenal. Tve never seen its 
equal. But you have lost every time that 
it was your deal and you have won most 
on mine and Vecchi's;'* and he nodded 



lOI 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zhc Crimeon Dice 

toward the wool factor, who was one of the 
heaviest losers. " You have not concealed 
any cards/' he added, grimly, with com- 
pressed lips. " Yet," and he shrugged his 
shoulders suggestively, "your luck has 
been miraculous." 

The smile on Breslin's face relaxed; 
he bowed gravely and called for brandy. 

The first opal streaks of morning were 
sifting through the Venetian blinds of the 
apartment, when, remembering his mas- 
querade and the necessity of returning to 
the hotel before its daily life was astir, he 
said, glancing around to observe the effect 
of his words : 

" One more deal, gentlemen, and I shall 
quit." 

" Quit and be damned," retorted Palurzo 
the murderer, with brutal emphasis. " Fve 
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lost my winnings of a year to you, and I 
never want to see your cursed face again." 

" If you were an Italian or a Frenchman 
instead of an Englishman," said Vecchi, 
the wool factor, with a significant shrug, 
as the game ended, "I would take great 
pleasure in helping you along the road 
to heaven as Palurzo did him," and he 
jerked his thumb in the direction of the 
south wall ; "for I would know that with 
such luck you had cheated. With English- 
men and Americans it is different ; they 
rarely cheat." 

"Thanks," replied Breslin, with a sar- 
donic laugh, "but don't be too sure of 
the immaculate character of the Anglo- 
Saxon." 

**For a common sailor you appear to 

have an unusually good education," said 
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the notary, suspiciously, fumbling the deck 
and eyeing him with a scowl. 

'' University ! '' 

**And a common sailor?" 

** Primarily, it is none of your business 
why I am a sailor ! It is enough that I am 
here," was the defiant reply, as he heaped 
the gold of his winnings into a blue cot- 
ton handkerchief which he had untied 
from around his neck. Then, more gra- 
ciously: 

** However, as I have been your guest, 
Signor Palurzo, I will gratify your curi- 
osity by saying that I am in disgrace with 
my family and am enjoying a vacation at 
sea." 

**Bah! No common sailor ever had 

such hands," sneered Cuneo, rising, with 

a skeptical smile playing behind his white 
104 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



at tbe iporta Capuana 

mustache ; then bowing with mock gravity 
he said : 

" Signor, permit me to felicitate you on 
being the most resourceful and magnifi- 
cent liar I have ever had the pleasure of 
entertaining." 

"And the luckiest dog with cards," 
added the American, grimly. 

" Yes, I regret to say." 

" Allow me, gentlemen, before I leave," 
added Breslin, " to say that I have never 
enjoyed more genial company." 

" You understand that what occurred 
here is a private affair and remains a 
secret," broke in Cuneo sternly, with a 
menacing gesture. 

" Certainly ! A dead secret." 

They did not detect the ghastly impli- 
cation in his rejoinder, 
los 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zbc Crimson JDicc 

" A glass of brandy all 'round, Bacci !" 
cried the wool factor. 

It was served, the American swallowing 
his at a gulp, but not before pledging a 
health to those present. Then, casting a 
glance at the dark form on the floor, he 
bowed to the murderous crew around the 
table, and with buoyant defiance passed 
from the room to the hallway and thence 
to the street 
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T~\AY was breaking over Naples. 

In the east the sky resembled the 
concave of some vast tinted shell, for the 
great gray mantle of the heavens was 
tinged rosy with the fires of Vesuvius. 
Stretching zenithward there rose above 
them a slender plume of vapor, that, in the 
distance and the dawn, trembled like the 
crest of an angry god. The streets were 
yet in semi-darkness, with deep shadows 
along the base line of the dwellings. 
Above, the ragged stretch of roofs and 
gables made a sky line of bronze against 
a background of mother-of-pearl. 

Now and then there was borne to Bres- 
lin's ears the rattle of farmers' carts going 
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to market; the bleat of sheep on their way 
to the city shambles. Here and there a 
wooden shutter flapped, or an iron bar 
clanged, as an early tradesman flung his 
windows open. 

In the dim recesses of other shops lights 
flared brightly. Wrinkled charwomen with 
their tiny baskets shuffled along at in- 
tervals. The shrill cry of a charcoal 
vendor pierced the air like the wail of a 
banshee. Once the shriek of a locomo- 
tive whistle, and the rumble of a train on 
the Mediterranean line, came like a prof- 
anation of the place and hour. There 
was a moist, rich fragrance in the air, and 
he expanded his lungs to the full with it. 

He experienced neither remorse nor 
regret over the events of the night. All 
his nobler emotions were paralyzed. As 
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for his winnings, he gave them little 
thought. He had gambled for the gratifi- 
cation of a passion, not to fill his purse. 
The sixty thousand lire — nearly fifteen 
thousand dollars — he had won was only an 
incident in the events of the preceding 
hours. 

As he strode along in the pale light his 
footsteps seemed to have a second and 
softer echo that died away, and then 
came again, like the gentle patter of feet 
somewhere behind. It flashed on him 
that he was being followed, but when he 
turned he could discern no other figure 
in the deserted, narrow thoroughfare. 
He went on again at a swinging gait in 
the direction of the hotel, the blue hand- 
kerchief, heavy with the coin he had won, 
clutched in his right hand ; his left, thrust 
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into his trousers' pocket, grasped the 
crimson dice of Suetonius. 

Day was growing rapidly now. The 
pearl in the east had turned to gorgeous 
rose, and the life of the city was begin- 
ning to manifest itself in street and cross- 
way. 

Suddenly he became aware that he was 
being shadowed: slip-shod feet were fol- 
lowing him. They were drawing nearer 
every instant ; the growing light and the 
sound of a carriage approaching down a 
side street hurried them to a run. Turning 
swiftly, Breslin saw at his elbow the cruel, 
ape-like face of the wine-server of the 
Porta Capuana. 

He had noticed during the evening that 
the ruffian was left-handed ; a glance 
showed the gleam of a stiletto in that 
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hand. The greedy, covetous eyes that 
had been reflected in the brandy glass 
were greedier and crueler than ever. A 
hideous sneer contracted his lip, displaying 
the black, uneven fangs of his upper jaw. 

As he halted, taken aback at being 
detected, the Simian-like creature was the 
sentient embodiment of murder. 

The instinct of self-preservation nerved 
Breslin to instant action ; and yet, though 
in the presence of impending death, he 
experienced an absence of fear that made 
his pulses sing for joy. For one infinites- 
imal fraction of time he laughed in the as^ 
sassin's face ; then, before the wretch could 
take another step or divine his purpose, 
he had hurled the bag of coin squarely 
between his eyes. As it struck, the hand- 
kerchief burst and the contents fell to the 
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pavement in a clinking, yellow shower all 
around them. 

The blow transformed Breccias face into 
that of a fiend. Two straw-like threads of 
crimson trickled from his nostrils and ac- 
centuated the ferocity of a countenance 
that Nature had already made hideous. 
Hate blazed in his eyes and, gathering 
himself, he made an impetuous lunge with 
his knife at Breslin's throat ; but the 
American was prepared. 

In his peril there came to him the 

suggestion of an old trick of his athletic 

days. As the ruffian hurled forward, 

he stepped lightly one pace to the left ; 

then, before his assailant could recover 

himself, and throwing every atom of 

his great physical strength into the blow, 

he landed with his right fist squarely on 
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the Neapolitan's jugular. The assassin's 
head dropped forward, his great bulk 
tottered, swayed to and fro an instant, and 
then reeled heavily downward upon the 
pavement, where it lay motionless but for 
a slight spasmodic quivering of the huge 
body. 

Bending above him, Breslin saw an 
ashen whiteness creep over his face under 
the smear of blood, with deepening violet 
lines around lips and eyelids : it was the 
sign-manual of death. 

A little distance away lay the dagger 
that had fallen from the murderer's hand. 
He picked it up ; a long, slender blade 
with a white bone handle, the guard 
fashioned into the shape of a cobra's head. 
He recognized it as the one with which 
Palurzo had committed his foul deed. 
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Just then the carriage whose approach 
on the cross street had hurried the crim- 
inal to his attack and death, rolled past 
with satchels piled high beside the driver. 
There were two occupants, both women, 
one of whom appeared to be asleep. As 
he straightened himself above the pros- 
trate form, stiletto in hand, with fists 
clenched and passion marring his hand- 
some features, one of the occupants thrust 
forward a horror-stricken face. Something 
akin to heartsickness seized him as his 
eyes encountered those of the woman, for 
the recognition was instant and mutual : 

Judith Stenton had, discerned in the 
features of the brawling sailor the face of 
the man she loved. 

He spoke no word ; made no effort to 
halt the carriage, whose driver lashed his 
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horse to escape from the dangerous 
neighborhood. He stood dumbly watch- 
ing till the vehicle disappeared around 
an adjacent corner ; then, without a glance 
behind, he fled, leaving his assailant on a 
bed of gold, with his ashen face turned to 
the glorious sunrise. 
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A BURST of sunlight through a win- 
dow on his face ; the plaintive, con- 
tinuous pleading of a woman's voice ; the 
coarser tones of a man's in low reply, and 
rumble and jar of a moving train beat 
confusedly upon the dull brain of John 
Livingston Breslin and gradually recalled 
him to himself. 

His limbs were cramped with long 
sitting in one position. By the incline of 
his body he knew he was leaning heavily 
against the side of the car. There was a 
bitter taste in his parched mouth and his 
temples throbbed sharply. He did not 
open his eyes immediately, but sat inert 
while he endeavored to recall the past 
and solve the problem of the present. 
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He knew that he was on a train ; that 
he had been there for quite a while ; that 
other passengers were in the same com- 
partment who were oblivious of his pres- 
ence. He tried to remember how he had 
come there. He had a misty recollection 
of the night ; the encounter with Brecci 
on the street at daybreak was a night- 
mare. Then the painful, haunting mem- 
ory of the horror on Judith Stenton's face 
burst upon him, and a low moan escaped 
his lips. 

" Sh-h ! the drunken sailor is getting 
awake," said the man's voice, in a harsh 
patois, which Breslin's perfect acquaintance 
with pure Italian had difficulty to assimilate. 

There was no answer. The complain- 
ing voice of the woman that he had heard 
as he awakened from his stupor was silent. 
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Still simulating sleep, he muttered unin- 
telligibly, and shifted his position uneasily. 
The action seemed to reassure her, for the 
voice began its pleading again. 

The American opened his eyes just wide 
enough to take in his surroundings. 

He was in the right-hand corner of a 
third-class railway compartment facing for- 
ward. There were two other occupants, a 
girl of fifteen and a man ten years older, 
who were seated in the left-hand corner 
facing backward. The fellow had his arm 
around the girl and was endeavoring to 
soothe her in a rough fashion. 

She was a pretty thing with a rich- 
brown complexion, big black eyes, and 
perfect teeth. She was fully developed, 
like the peasant girls of southern Europe 

of her age, and, in all but knowledge of 
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life and the world, a woman. Her in- 
herent love of color shone resplendent in 
the vivid, purple dress, trimmed with 
yellow, and the brilliant scarf thrown over 
her lustrous black hair. A tawdry, plated 
bracelet with jingling bangles encircled 
her left wrist. 

Her companion was a country dandy, 
redolent of rank perfumes. A handsome 
animal with black eyes underneath eye- 
brows that met above the bridge of his 
nose ; curling mustache, blacker for its 
contrast with his gleaming teeth. It was 
a vicious, insincere face, whose symmetry 
was marred by a heavy, bluish scar that 
ran from the right corner of his mouth to 
the angle of his jaw-bone at the chin. 

** Paolo, I must go home,** began the 

girl, in her pleading voice, again. " I do 
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not want to go with you ; I do not care 
to see Foggia. Everything is so new 
and strange that I grow homesick. I 
must go back to my goats and geese, and 
to the little Antonio. Please, Paolo, take 
me back, or give me money and I will go 
alone'' — ^and there was a sharp catching 
of the breath that heralded a sob. " Santa 
Maria, what will the mother say when she 
misses me this morning ? How the little 
Antonio will weep and search the house 
for his sister!'' 

" Hush ! Maria, you act like a child. 
Have I not promised to make you happy ? 
Have I not one hundred lire that I have 
saved for this ? We will have a good time, 
girl. We will stop at Benevento to-night 
and go to Foggia to-morrow. Ta ! ta ! ta ! 
What a time we shall have!" And he 
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laughed and shook her playfully with the 
arm that encircled her. 

The sound of stifled sobs came from 
the corner. Through the slit-like open- 
ing of his eyes Breslin saw the young 
girl, with her face buried in her hands, 
rocking to and fro and weeping softly 
to herself. Her companion was annoyed, 
and with a scowl he gave her a rough 
caress, which only increased her lamenta- 
tion. 

'* Shut up, Maria ! You're a little fool. 
See! you've roused the drunkard in the 
corner with your cursed whining." 

With a succession of hoarse respirations 

and a stretching of arms and legs as 

though just awakening, the drunkard in 

the corner yawned and slowly opened his 

eyes. 
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He gazed at the pair opposite with 
feigned astonishment; removed his cap, 
scratched the back of his head in frowning 
perplexity, and then with playful raillery 
exclaimed in Italian : 

** Hello, comrade ! you seem to be hav- 
ii^g ^ good time, and here Tve been 
snoring away, missing everything/' 

The girl dropped her hands and regarded 
the sailor with brimming eyes. 

" I don't know that youVe missed any- 
thing, but I do know that youVe been 
snoring like Bacchus,'' retorted the fellow, 
contemptuously, as he .eyed the sailor 
suspiciously and tightened his right arm 
around the girl. 

"Where are we, brother?" inquired 

Breslin, ignoring his words and peering 

through the window upon a wide-reach- 
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ing plain. He did not recognize his sur- 
roundings, and was desirous of discover- 
ing in what direction he was traveling. 

"We've left Caserta and will soon 
be at Maddaloni," was the ungracious 
response. 

" Oh ! ah !" nodded the American, with 
a smile. "And yonder I suppose is the 
Campanian Plain," indicating the stretch 
of country with Vesuvius in the far back- 
ground, and to the west the low, green 
landscape where Pascarola, Gucignano, 
and Orta dotted the distance beyond the 
Pontine marshes. 

He began searching his pockets for his 
ticket, as the train emerged from a tunnel 
and, slackening its speed, drew up at a 
station. Some distance below lay a town, 
and from the chattering of the persons 
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passing he learned that it was Maddaloni. 
He found his ticket at last, together with 
a small time-table. In square, black let- 
ters he read his destination on the bit of 
cardboard : " Foggia/' The time-table 
gave the distances and names of the 
principal stations. 

He recalled distinctly now all that had 
occurred. 

After the affair with Brecci he had fled 
toward the Porta Capuana and the rail- 
way station. He halted at various places 
that were open thus early and drank heavily 
of brandy. At one place the proprietor 
refused to sell him. He remembered an 
altercation with the ticket-seller at the 
station ; the threat of the guard to eject 
him. Then came his awakening. 

He had taken the first train from the 
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city regardless of its destination. He was 
rushing across Italy from Naples to Foggia 
to escape from the scene of his trouble. 
He now saw the folly and futility of this 
action, and his mind was busy with the 
problem of rectifying his foolish error as 
the train swept down the mountain and 
under the magnificent aqueduct that lifts 
itself two hundred feet in air, the famous 
Ponti della Valle of Charles III. 

The girl had commenced her pleading 
again, and thoughts of his own plight 
instantly disappeared. 

Moving along on his side of the com- 
partment until he was opposite the couple, 
Breslin, with sailor-like assurance, said : 

"My pretty one, you seem to be in 

trouble. What is the matter ; has your 

sweetheart been scolding you ?'* 
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The girl regarded his intervention with 
blank surprise. 

"Yes, Signer. I want to go home. 
Paolo has been scolding me," she said 
simply. 

" Shut up, you cursed fool !*' growled 
her companion, administering a vigorous 
shake. 

" Hold there,'' cried Breslin, stretching 
forth a restraining hand, with a menace in 
his gesture. "First of all, is she your 
wife? If she is, I have nothing to say." 

"No, Signor, I am not his wife," in- 
terrupted the girl, eagerly. "He wants 
to make me his wife, but the mother from 
whom I ran away this morning told me 
that Paolo was a wicked man. I thought 
I loved him ; now I know that I do not, 
and I must go back to the mother and 
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the little Antonio and the goats. But 
Paolo will not listen and, alas ! I have no 
money. Signor, the mother is calling; the 
little Antonio is breaking his heart ; my 
goats are wandering astray. Santa Maria! 
what will become of me?'* she exclaimed 
rapidly, beseechingly, with that pleading 
of outstretched hands so common to her 
race. 

Unable to stem the torrent of her 
words, Paolo contented himself with scowls 
and muttered oaths. The fact was, he 
was taking the girl from home on pre- 
text of marrying her; repentant, she had 
no means of accomplishing her salvation. 

Breslin saw by his time-card that the 

train west for Caserta and Naples passed 

the Foggia train at Amorosi eight miles 

farther on. 
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*' You shall go back home, Maria ; 
when you get there never leave it 
again/' 

" Maria goes with me. You want her 
for yourself, you dog," cried Paolo, the 
scar on his face becoming vivid with the 
angry flush of blood. A dangerous light 
shone in his deep-set eyes. 

Jack made a characteristic gesture of 
dissent and disdain peculiar to the lower 
classes — two forefingers of his right hand 
extended and shaken rapidly from side 
to side. 

" No, I do not want her for myself, but 
she shall not go with you,'' and he laughed 
lightly. 

Then he drew out a handful of money 
and, selecting two bills of a hundred lire 
each (from his winnings of the night), he 
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pressed them on the child, who clutched 
them tightly in her little brown palm. 

She uttered no word of thanks ; gave 
no sign of gratitude, though the sum of 
money was greater than she had ever 
dreamed of possessing, but the look on 
her face was eloquent with voiceless ado- 
ration of the stranger who had come so 
suddenly into her life at its crisis. 

Paolo leaned over her and continued 
to plead in a low tone, with frequent and 
graceful gestures. She made no reply; 
did not seem to be aware of his presence, 
but sat with humid eyes fastened on 
Breslin's face. He did not notice her 
absorption; he was keeping a sharp eye 
on the libertine beside her, for he knew 
the breed. 

As the train swept round the long curve 
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toward Amorosi, Paolo, watching his 
opportunity, leaped at the sailor. Breslin's 
left arm went up V-shaped and caught the 
blow before it reached his face ; then, 
before his assailant could defend himself 
or recover his equilibrium, the American 
had seized him by the throat and hurled 
him with a crash into the far corner of 
the compartment. As he fell his head 
struck the edge of the hard wooden seat, 
and he lay stunned and motionless. 

The wheels were scorching under the 
brake-shoes as Breslin lifted the inani- 
mate form to the seat, and stretched it 
out in an attitude of slumber. An instant 
later the guard flung the door open, and, 
with Maria half dead from fright clasping 
his hand tenaciously, Jack leaped to the 
ground. 
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The west-bound train was already in. 
Hurrying across the tracks and around 
the rear of the train, he thrust the girl 
into a second-class compartment. 

"Ah, Signor, the Blessed Virgin will 
reward you. I, Maria Stephani, will ever 
pray to her for you,'' whispered a soft 
voice in his ear as he turned to go ; then 
two plump arms encircled his throat and 
warm lips pressed a kiss upon his cheek. 

** What's that you say about praying?" 
he cried, roughly, halting. 

** I will pray for you, Signor ; and the 
mother will pray and the little brother, 
too," she repeated softly. 

She was standing in the open door of 

the railway carriage a trifle above him. 

The passers-by gave no heed to them, a 

sailor and his sweetheart, or sister, per- 
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h^ps. As for Breslin, a sudden blur in his 
eyes made splotches of the sunlight, the 
black bulk of the train, the moving figures 
around them, the brilliant color of Maria's 
dress. He tried to speak, but a great lump 
in his throat burned and strangled him. 
Maria was speaking again, but her 
words were indistinguishable ; the soft 
tones of her voice fell upon deaf ears, 
for a fierce struggle was going on in his 
breast. The words of the simple peasant 
had aroused his better, truer nature, and 
the world-old fight of manhood against the 
powers and principalities of evil was again 
in progress. It ended abruptly, just as all 
his recent struggles had done. Conscious 
of defeat and his own weakness, he seized 
both hands of the girl and, turning his face 
toward* her, exclaimed brokenly : 
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" That's it ! pray for me Maria. Do you 
hear, child ? Pray ! Pray night and day 
for me as you never prayed before !" 

The next instant he was hurrying across 
the tracks to his place in the other train. 
Before it had pulled away from the station 
his elastic, mercurial temperament had 
rebounded to its former level of reck- 
lessness and sin. 

The train to " Foggia, Eastern Italy, and 
Germany,'* as the schedule read, was wind- 
ing along the right bank of the Galore 
when a groan indicated that Paolo was 
regaining consciousness. 

"Where is Maria?*' he demanded, stu- 
pidly, raising himself and looking around 
in a dazed way. 

" She is on her way back to Gaserta." 

As the force of Breslin's blunt dis- 
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closure came upon him, Paolo broke into 
a storm of profanity and vile expletive. 
His features became distorted with rage ; 
he stormed and gesticulated to the land- 
scape like a lunatic, while his fellow-pas- 
senger, highly amused, grinned at his 
paroxysmal fury. It ended as suddenly 
as it began. Feeling of his arms, legs 
and chest dubiously, he growled: 

"Did you knife me?*' 

"No! None but cowards like you use 
the knife. I ought to have killed you for 
the way you came at me, but I only 
tried to knock some sense into your head. 
If you attempt it again, though, Vl\ send 
you to feed the worms." 

** Tm no fool ; I know when Tve had 
enough,*' growled the cowed gallant. 
"Anyhow, Fm glad the girl 's gone. 
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She was a fool. Women are always 
getting men into trouble! Where are 
you going?" 

"With you, wherever that is," replied 
the other, with a laugh. ''Tve nowhere 
else to go." Then he added: " Whaf s the 
use of getting mad at me, Paolo ? I've 
saved you lots of trouble. Besides, Fve 
got more money than I know what to do 
with ; suppose we stick together and have 
a good time." 

The ruffian's eyes sparkled at the sug- 
gestion, and the recollection of the roll of 
bank-bills evoked a prompt affirmative. 

**I hold grudge against no man," he 

responded, **but that was the devil's own 

crack you gave me! I've got a lump 

on my head as big a duck's egg. Holy 

Michele and the angels, how it hurts!" 
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he cried, with a grimace, feeling gingerly 
of the spot. "What an ungodly lump it 
is ; see !" and he bent his head for in- 
spection. 

It was, indeed, an unsightly protuber- 
ance and its appearance was not improved 
by the gash along its crest around which 
the blood had coagulated. There was a 
crimson stain, too, on his scarf and shirt. 

"You'll forget it in an hour," said 
Breslin, cheerfully. "Where are we 
going to stop ? What's going on along 
this railroad ?" 

"There's the fiesta of San Cateldo at 

Solopaca. There'll be dances and booths 

and shows," and he leered knowingly, 

"besides brandy, and wine, and pretty girls. 

What say you to Solopaca ?** 

"Good!" 
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"It is a walk of two miles from the 
station." 

"Why walk; can't we ride? I'll pay 
and we'll have such a time, Paolo," he 
shouted above the rumble of the train, 
smiting his knee enthusiastically, "that 
you'll forget Maria before night. What's 
your other name ?" 

" Paolo Domenico Fansagi." 

"That's a pretty tough name for a 
white man." 

" It's as good as yours, you imp of the 
sea!" retorted Paolo, angrily. What is 
yours ?" 

" Nicola Rossi." 

"From Naples?" 

" No, Taranto." 

"You lie! You know you do. You 

are of Naples." 

142 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



" Then I lie, and my name isn't Nicola 
Rossi, and I wasn't born in Taranto ;*' and 
the false Nicola shrugged his shoulders 
indifferently. 

" You are a Neapolitan ; I know the 
speech. Bah !' 

"All right; I'm anything you choose," 
replied Breslin, with a light laugh. 

The venerable Padre of Solopaca was 
turning the pleasant turmoil of the fiesta 
to financial account and the greater glory 
of God. 

The church was in need of repair; the 
tessellated pavement in front of the Sta- 
tions of the Cross, broken and worn by 
the knees of countless worshippers 
through a century of prayer, required to 
be replaced. The poor fund, too, was 
exhausted since Francesco Bandini had 
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died of a flux, bequeathing a wife and nine 
small children to the parish, and Pietro 
Cuomo, the well-digger, had been buried 
in one of his own excavations, leaving an 
old mother and four younger brothers 
unprovided for. 

But the World, the Flesh, and the Devil 
had united against the Padre. 

The World, in the person of Ciotti, he of 
the Caffe Garibaldi, who, with an eye single 
to business, had imported for the occasion 
a company of female singers and dancers 
from Naples. The Flesh, in the combined 
and variegated charms of this shapely crew 
from the great city; and the Devil, in 
the desire of wayward humanity of Solo- 
paca and the regions about Taburno to 
waste its hard-earned substance upon ad- 
mission tickets to witness the antics and 
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listen to the wanton lays of this sinful and 
sin-begetting company. 

The booths that lined the main street 
of the village, given over to the sale of 
pastries, seed-cakes, sandy confections, and 
cheap jewelry in great variety, were 
gaudily decorated with tissue-paper and 
tawdry ornaments : every shop window 
had been cleaned and newly dressed. Pass- 
ing up the middle of this thoroughfare, 
arm-in-arm, the sailor and Paolo, after 
pouring numerous libations of brandy, 
made their way to the white tent in front 
of which a bawling clown was setting 
forth the attractions within. 

It was a gaping, sweaty crowd, largely 

men and boys, that packed the tent. 

There was a liberal sprinkling of women, 

too, fat, ungainly matrons with bulging 
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hips, who were alike invulnerable to any 
shafts either of vulgarity or wit that might 
descend from the raised platform at one 
side of the enclosure. 

The spirit of recklessness, the defiance 
of danger which possessed him the pre- 
ceding night, had seized hold of Breslin 
again. He had anticipated what was to 
follow and, back at the tavern, with every 
fresh drink he had changed a note for 
silver and gold, until the proprietor of the 
place, becoming suspicious of the character 
of his currency, refused to accept any more. 

With bulging pockets, he now awaited 
the appearance of the performers. They 
came at last, a half-dozen or more short- 
skirted, bespangled Jezebels, who danced 
and capered to the increasing plaudits of 

the crowd. 
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As they finished the first part of the pro- 
gramme, and were retiring, Breslin flung a 
handful of coin upon the stage. The per- 
formers halted, thinking it a joke ; the 
next instant there was a wild scramble 
for the money, in which the rip of dresses 
and the shrill cries of feminine delight 
mingled with the laughter of the audience 
at the unexpected scene. When the last 
lira had disappeared and the flushed and 
excited cyprians were again retiring, an- 
other shower of coin fell upon the boards. 

And now wholly unexpected results 
ensued. Before the contestants could 
gather and secrete the money already 
strewn about their feet, another handful 
rained down. Pandemonium ensued. The 
women fought savagely among themselves; 
the audience howled, and as a fourth deluge 
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of gold and silver descended, those of the 
audience nearest the platform leaped upon 
it and joined in the melee. 

A riot threatened. The cupidity of the 
rude populace was roused to a dangerous 
pitch at sight of the money upon the stage, 
and under a common impulse it surged 
toward the centre of interest. Battering 
through the crowd with his huge fists, 
Ciotti, the rural impresario, fought his 
way to the side of the sailor and his friend 
and demanded that they leave the place 
instantly. 

Breslin wavered ; he was in a mood to 
set the peasants rioting for his ill-gotten 
wealth ; but the picture of partially dis- 
robed women, their flimsy dresses torn and 
dishevelled, and one with bleeding forehead 

staggering from the stage, caused him to 
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desist in his purpose. Accompanied by 
Ciotti, with Paolo at his heels, and followed 
by fully two-thirds of the audience, he left 
the tent. 

The news of the unparalleled demon- 
stration had reached the boundaries of the 
town by the time the trio emerged upon 
the square. In the midst of the tumult and 
shouting the form of the venerable Padre 
issued from the church door and hurried 
toward the crowd. 

It was a scene the like of which he had 
never witnessed in the sober life of Solo- 
paca. He gathered the story from gar- 
rulous informants running beside him as 
he came. The people made way for him 
and he stood before the three men the 
embodiment of righteous and paternal 

wrath. 
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"'Tis thou, Ciotti, who art responsible 
for this disgrace. Shame! I will deal 
with thee later, thou recreant and un- 
worthy son of the Church." 

Turning to Breslin with flashing eyes, 
the old man continued: 

**Thou art a stranger, unused to the 
ways of our quiet village ; what shall I say 
to thee ? Is thy money so lightly gained 
that thou can'st shower it like pebbles 
upon these shameless ones ?*' waving a 
thin, gaunt hand toward the tent. 

Raising his voice the white-haired soldier 
of the Cross exclaimed : ** If thou dost 
need a way to rid thyself of gold and 
silver, there is human misery to alleviate. 
There are the fatherless *' 

Before he could proceed further, Breslin, 
with the grace and courtesy of his true 
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self, stepped forward and, touching the 
priest upon the arm, murmured something 
in an inaudible tone. The latter glanced 
quickly into his face, bowed slightly in 
assent, and, turning, led the way across the 
square. 

"Paolo, my friend, await my return," 
cried the sailor over his shoulder. 

Ten, fifteen minutes passed, and still the 
sailor remained within the church. The 
crowd, tired of waiting, dispersed and dis- 
tributed itself among the booths, or re- 
turned to the tent where the dishevelled 
company through makeshift repairs upon 
its wardrobe was proceeding with its pro- 
gramme. 

As for Paolo, he held a head-to-head, 
whispered conference with four disreputa- 
ble-looking but picturesque friends whom 
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he singled out of the crowd as his com- 
panion disappeared with the priest. 

Breslin had expressed a wish to make 
a gift of money to the church, and 
the conference within the sacred edifice 
related to this gift. It was prolonged by 
kindly and prayerful words of advice to 
the reckless young man, who, even in 
those brief moments, had impressed him- 
self powerfully upon the priest. The sum 
which he counted out represented more 
than a third of his winnings of the night 
before ; enough to repair the church and 
establish the poor fund on a solid basis for 
years. With the blessing of the venerable 
man upon his head the wayward American 
emerged to find Paolo, alone, waiting for 
him. 

The remainder of the day passed in a 
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round of revelry at the two taverns in the 
village. The evening train for Naples was 
due within an hour when Jack announced 
a determination to return. It met with 
instant and emphatic opposition from his 
companion. Paolo pleaded the promise 
for a good time, but the sailor was obsti- 
nate, and half an hour before sunset he 
started for the railway station. 

Paolo had mysteriously disappeared a 
little while before without a word of 
farewell. 

Handicapped by the liquor he had 

drunk, Breslin did not notice a slender 
form, with white hair falling from beneath 
a queerly shaped hat, that moved as he 
moved, some distance behind him. In ap- 
pearance it was a saint in serge and sack- 
cloth. 
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On the outskirts of the village there was 
a quadrangle, formed by the ruined walls 
of a monastery, deserted centuries before 
by its inmates. The wall was broken in 
places and the path ran close beside this 
gloomy and forbidding structure. 

He had reached one of these openings, 
when four men sprang out and surrounded 
him. It was the quartet of friends with 
whom Paolo had conversed in the square ; 
Paolo, himself, knife in hand, yet discreetly 
mindful of his personal safety, directed 
their movements from a distance. 

By a concerted plan they closed around 
him ; one of their number, dashing forward 
from behind, endeavored to seize and 
pinion his arms. Even in his maudlin 
condition the American was a match for 
any two of his assailants, and this one 
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received the full force of a blow in the 
face as BresHn wheeled upon him. At 
the same time his eyes fell upon Paolo, 
and with a cry of rage, neglectful 
of the others, he dashed toward him. 
He never reached him. Lurching for- 
ward he stumbled and pitched heavily, 
striking his head upon a stone. In the 
instant, before; fcis^*.s)bnses failed him, he 
heard a cry: 

" Stop ! in the name of Holy Church I 
command you.'' 

It was like a dream. He raised himself 
heavily on his elbow, and saw indistinctly 
above him with outstretched arms, holding 
aloft a little wooden cross, the venerable 
form of the parish priest of Solopaca. 
The noise of falling stones beyond the 
ancient, ruined walls convinced him that 
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the assassins were fleeing : then sparks of 
fire flashed before his eyes and it became 
dark. 
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nnHE faintness that seized Judith Sten- 
ton upon her terrifying discovery of 
the morning developed a case of nerves 
that clung to her intermittently through- 
out the day and far into the ensuing night. 
Its effects had not been shaken off when 
she arose the following afternoon, on the 
announcement by her maid that the 
steamer would sail in two hours. 

As she stood on the upper deck of 
the great vessel with her daintily gloved 
hands crossed on the rail, and her graceful 
figure in becoming brown outlined like 
some superb cameo against the glittering 
white of the upper works, there came to 
her the harrowing thought that she was, 
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perhaps, forsaking Jack Breslin in the 
hour of his greatest misfortune. 

She had made no attempt to unravel 
the mystery of his appearance in Naples 
at that unusual hour, in such a garb, and 
bending, knife in hand, over a dead body. 
It was inexplicable ; beyond the power of 
her reasoning faculties. 

Though unused to the procedure of 
police courts and criminal investigations, 
it had occurred to her at first to acquaint 
the authorities with what she had seen. 
Then she recalled that such a step would 
involve the identification of the murderer, 
and this had deterred her from any dis- 
closures. 

Now the disturbing thought arose that 
perhaps he was in prison, without friends 
or money, and ashamed to reveal his 
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identity. Her mental anguish was height- 
ened because this had not come to her 
before. She passionately rebuked her 
love for its indifference. She revolved 
every disagreeable possibility in her mind, 
with the final conclusion that if punish- 
ment, just or unjust, fell upon his head, 
she would never forgive herself for hav- 
ing failed at least to try and save him. 

In that brief moment no flagellant of 
Perugia ever wielded the lash on tortured 
flesh as this superbly beautiful girl applied 
the knout of remorse to her love and 
conscience. 

"Louise! Louise!*' 

The usually well-modulated, aristocratic 

tones were sharp and distinctly tremolo 

with nervous apprehension. 

*' Louise ! quick, we must go ashore. I 
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have neglected something very important. 
Never mind the baggage/' she cried, pet- 
ulantly, interrupting the gentle expostu- 
lation of the maid with an impatient 
gesture. 

" Let everything go,*' she insisted. "If 
we miss this steamer we can do without 
our trunks. Quick ! Louise, do make 
haste!" And she stamped a slender foot 
to emphasize her command. 

The cat-footed Louise was unaccustomed 
to such exhibitions of imperiousness. Her 
gray eyes expressed a combination of 
surprise and, it must be confessed, dis- 
gust ; but she was the slave of the lamp 
and a dutiful handmaid, and the mandate 
to abandon all thought of baggage was so 
promptly and rigorously obeyed that in 

less than five minutes the pair, each with 
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a small satchel in hand, stood at the head 
of the gangway. 

Absorbed in remorseful meditation, 
Judith had failed to notice a number of 
saloon passengers who, with their small 
personal belongings, were coming aboard 
at that moment. The first of the party 
was mounting the incline when the obedi- 
ent Louise was thrown into a fresh state 
of consternation by another exhibition of 
her young mistress's caprice. 

" Here, take this satchel to the state- 
room, Louise; I am not going ashore," she 
exclaimed, turning quickly from the head 
of the gangway up which the passengers 
were trooping. 

Among the number she had discerned 

the face of Jack Breslin. 

** Pardon me, Miss Judith ; do I under- 
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stand you to say that I am to take the 
satchels back to the state-room?** inquired 
the bewildered maid. 

"Take them back at once, you little 
dummy ! Do you hear ? We are not 
going ashore." Then, suddenly conscious 
of her impulsive harshness, she added: 
"Go, Louise; I have found what I thought 
had been neglected." 

At that instant ** the neglected " stepped 

on deck, followed by a porter with valises, 

canes, hat-boxes, and other masculine 

trifles. His face was suffused with color 

as though he had been drinking. There 

was a sparkle in his eyes and a general air 

of self-satisfaction in his demeanor. He 

was, in bearing and attire, a gentleman 

with the insignia of his caste in clothes 

and carriage. 

164 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



H Social 1mpo00ibilit^ 

Without pausing to scan the faces of the 
other passengers on deck, who, according 
to their varying dispositions, were either 
chattering like daws, snivelling in transient 
grief, or loftily indifferent to their environ- 
ment, Breslin rushed off to his state-room. 
He remained there till the shore was a 
shadowy, violet streak on the eastern 
horizon and the ship's bugler was calling 
to dinner. 

Judith, too, disappeared in the state- 
room to salve the gaping wounds in her 
feelings. Her sympathy, that had gone 
out to Breslin when fancy pictured him the 
inmate of a prison cell, had become indig- 
nation when she saw him come aboard 
so brazenly indifferent, apparently, to the 
guilty weight upon his soul. Her keen, 
moral sense was shocked, her self-pride 
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was wounded, to think that she had wasted 
even so much as an apprehension upon 
such an unworthy object. 

She reasoned that since she had last 
seen him he had deliberately gone to the 
dogs — not necessarily because he had 
lost her, but because he had abandoned 
himself to the instincts of a reckless, 
depraved nature. 

Her mother was right after all. The 
prescience of her love, that had foreseen a 
life of marital infelicity in a union with 
this man, was fully justified at last. She 
shuddered to think of what she had 
escaped. 

Aside from all this, however, his crime 

had fixed an impassable gulf between 

them. From any point of view. Jack 

Breslin was now a social impossibility. 
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In the intervals of his wild debauch in 
Solopaca, and while returning on the late 
train to Naples the preceding night none 
the worse for his adventure, Breslin had 
found time to conjecture Judith Stenton's 
possible destination. He knew she was 
a bird of passage flitting from city to 
city of the Continent, but it had never 
occurred to him that she was on her way 
home thus early in the season. The most 
reasonable and satisfying conclusion was 
that she was bound for Egypt and had 
halted at Naples en route for Brindisi. 
It was the only theory on which he could 
account for her appearance in the Vesu- 
vian city at that season of the year and 
at that hour of the morning. 

Mingled despair and delight thrilled 

him, therefore, when, glancing around at 
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dinner, he encountered her steady gaze 
fixed on him from a seat near the head of 
the captain's table. He was drinking 
wine with the purser. He bowed diffi- 
dently, uncertain of his standing ; but 
there was no response or recognition. A 
cold, unwinking stare, the embodiment of 
vacuity, chilled his soul. He paled, bit his 
lip with vexation, and in an effort to cover 
his confusion replied to an imaginary 
question of the purser — and then immedi- 
ately apologized on the ground that he 
thought he had been addressed. 

For the remainder of the dinner he was 
an automaton ; mechanically disposing of 
fish, fowl, and fruit without any discriminat- 
ing knowledge of what was placed before 
him. His mind was a chaos of ideas out 

of which he evolved plans of reprisal and 
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schemes of revenge on this beautiful 
creature who at the same time had cut 
him dead and to the quick. They went to 
pieces when, a little later, he met her face 
to face on the promenade deck. 

She had been leaning over the side of 
the vessel with Louise, watching the stars 
rise above a purple-velvet horizon. The 
ship was heading for the Pillars of Her- 
cules across waters on which Carthaginian 
galley and Roman trireme had made 
history and unmade empires before the 
Star rose or the angels sang. A warm 
Sicilian wind blowing from the south 
sent the smoke from the great steamer's 
funnels swirling off in gigantic spirals 
toward the distant Riviera. 

They had turned from the rail and were 

directly in his path ; it was impossible to 
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avoid them. He was visibly embarrassed : 
Judith was the embodiment of calm indif- 
ference and perfect self-possession. 

"I trust you have not forgotten me, 
Miss Stenton ?" he said. He was too 
shrewd to offer his hand. 

" Not at all," she replied, with a faint, 
condescending smile. " Do not go, Louise/' 
she added, significantly, as the maid pre- 
pared discreetly to withdraw into the back- 
ground. She was determined to discour- 
age his advances in every way, and that 
was just what was needed to restore his 
equipoise. His self-pride was arrayed 
against her instantly. 

"You do not seem particularly gratified 
at seeing me a member of this ship's com- 
pany," he continued, with a cynical smile. 

"Since you suggest it, I must frankly 
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say that I am not ;" and her tone was as 
icy as her words. 

His presumption in addressing her after 
the deliberate manner in which she had 
cut him nettled her. Here was an oppor- 
tunity, not to be neglected, to administer 
a lesson for his assurance. 

" I regret that old friendships, if nothing 
more,'' he added, significantly, "should be 
so lightly cast aside." 

"Some friendships are best discarded 
where on one side they are objectionable 
and upon the other unworthy." 

'* It is remarkable in either case that it 
should require years for you to discern 
the fact," he said, meeting her challenge 
boldly. 

" It is regrettable that the discovery was 

not made sooner." 
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" May I ask why ?" 

"I should think that your memory of 
recent events would suggest how unneceis- 
sary it is for you to put such a question, 
Mr. Breslln/' 

**You are exercising a woman's pre- 
rogative/' he said, still smiling, "one older 
than the Delphian Oracle ; I mean that of 
speaking in riddles." 

She studied him insolently through half-- 
closed eyes, with a sneer on her beautiful 
lips. "It is true, then, as criminologists 
assert," she said after a moment, slowly 
nodding her head in an emphatic affirma- 
tive, ** that familiarity with crime does 
blunt the perceptive faculties and finer 
feelings to such an extent that only direct 
and simple language is comprehensible to 

the criminal class." 
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It was a savage thrust, but, believing from 
her evidence in his guilt, she fancied he was 
trifling with her. The next instant she 
could have bitten out her tongue for its 
rash utterance. Had not Jack Breslin 
loved her with a great, a surpassing love, 
the words would have driven him from 
her forever. 

" As I am not a criminal, Miss Stenton, 
I do not see that I can make any applica- 
tion of your remark to myself," he replied, 
his manner changing abruptly. 

"Then you have no recollection of what 
occurred as late as yesterday morning ?'* 
she exclaimed, elevating her brows with 
assumed incredulity. 

" If you refer to an episode in Naples, 
in which a sailor and a vagabond figured 
and a lady looked on from her carriage — 
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and I presume you do — I can assure you 
that I have a very vivid recollection of the 
event" 

" I was not mistaken, then ; you were 
that sailor?" 

" I was that sailor." 

"And the man — the one lying on the 
pavement — he is dead ?" 

" I hope so." 

" You hope so ?" and a look of repellant 
fear crept into her eyes and overspread 
her face. 

"Yes, I hope so." 

"You confess, then?" 

"Confess what?" he cried, sternly. 

" That you killed the man." 

"If he died where he fell, and I believe 
he did, I fancy that my blow killed him." 

"And — and — ^you have no regret?" 
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The blue eyes of the girl widened in 
astonishment and horror at what she be- 
lieved to be his conscienceless brutality. 

"Not the slightest." 

His manner of speech inspired her 
with still greater indignation, and her 
bitter sarcasm was but faintly veiled as 
she continued: 

*'You will agree with me now, I pre- 
sume, that the criminologists are correct in 
their deductions?" 

" From personal experience I repeat 
that I can admit nothing — a fact that is 
evidently a matter of regret to you." 

She ignored his accusation and went on 
in the same sneering strain : 

''I suppose the money which I saw 
scattered over the pavement beside the 
dead man was yours also?" 
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** Every penny of it" 

Reaching out one hand, she caught 
Louise by the arm to steady herself at 
this new presentation of his hopeless 
character. She continued, with a little 
hysterical laugh : 

" Of course, you left it lying there ?" 

He bowed in assent. **I did. About 
fifteen hundred dollars in gold." 

"With a note stating that it was in- 
tended as a — let me see — oh, yes — a con- 
tribution to Peter's Pence !" she said, 
and the nervous quiver in her voice was 
plaintively expressive of her suddenly 
overwrought feelings. 

She drew away from him as though his 

presence was a contamination. She strove 

beautifully to conceal her emotion, but she 

could not control the color in her cheeks 
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or the quiver, suggestive of tears, in her 
finely chiselled nostrils. 

" After such a confession you certainly 
cannot expect me to continue our acquaint- 
ance, Mr. Breslin," she said, at last re- 
covering herself. 

He made no effort to detain her ; offered 
no explanation. She had characterized 
him as a criminal — the word, rather than 
the injustice of it, corroded his heart, 
and the bitterness welling into his throat 
sickened him. 

He ignored the little contemptuous 
courtesy she dropped as she swept down 
the deck in the growing gloom, but his 
hungry eyes followed her till she disap- 
peared in the oblong, yellow blaze that 
marked the doorway. 

He would have sacrificed ten years of 
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his life at that moment to anyone who 
could have told him how to win and 
hold this woman's heart. He had never 
loved her as he did then, when love 
seemed hopeless and opportunity dead. 

" My secret, my secret!" he muttered to 
himself, clenching his hands and setting 
his jaws as he recalled her last words : 
"FU not burden you with any secrets of 
mine, Judith Stenton ; Til give them to the 
world myself and end it." 

Then he lurched forward in the direc- 
tion of the smoking-room, where small 
groups of the male contingent were gravi- 
tating, with one mind, toward the tables, 
where the clatter of chips and flirt of 
cards told that the games of the evening 
were getting under way. 
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**/^H, Captain, what is this story about 

some man winning everybody's 

money at poker in the smoking-room?" 

The stout woman from Chicago, with a 
lisp and a loud voice, who wore her 
diamonds to breakfast and sat opposite 
Judith at the table, attracted everyone's 
attention in the vicinity by her abrupt 
inquiry. 

Gibraltar was a day distant in the East. 

" Madam, I haf the honor not of know- 
ing aboud vhat you shpeak,** replied, with 
an air of indifference, that corpulent, gold- 
striped official. 

** Really now. Captain, you are just 

jollying me, aren't you ?" gushed the irre- 
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pressible one, whose simpering manner 
was intended to be confidentially co- 
quettish. 

" I nefer choUy anybody," was the stolid 
reply. 

" Really ! youVe heard about it, though, 
haven't you?" 

" I hear noddings aboudt it,** he per- 
sisted, industriously manipulating his knife 
and fork. 

"Why, everyone is talking about it! 
My husband told me last night that this 
man has won over ten thousand dollars 
since we left Naples." 

"Iss dot so?" 

The coquettish play was ignored, and 

the Hanoverian sea-dog turned a fishy, 

expressionless eye on the gossip. 

"Yes, indeed." Then, noticing the 
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glances directed toward her by her other 
neighbors, she leaned nearer the captain 
and went on in a lower voice ; ** They say 
he is so infatuated with the game that he 
does not stop for his meals ; eats nothing 
but a sandwich now and then." 

'* I vill haf to inquire aboud it. Ve 
can't have peobles shtarving to death on 
this boat. Ve vill a funeral haf on boart 
if your friendt persists in dot business." 

"Mercy! he's no friend of mine," cried 
Madam Chicago, indignantly. **I never 
saw the man. All I know is they say 
he's from Philadelphia, and is awfully 
wealthy ; one of those scientific Quakers 
who are always poking around hunting 
bugs or digging up bones, and relics, and 
such things to put in museums, and prove 
that the world is millions of years old, 
X83 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zhc Cdmaon Dice 

or something of the sort. Friend of mine, 
indeed! I've more regard for my good 
name than to have friends like him. Any- 
how, I'm from Chicago, and I don't know 
anybody in Philadelphia. It's too slow." 

"Vere you say, iss he from?" asked 
the captain, evincing a spasmodic interest 

"Philadelphia." 

**Und he play poker und vin all der 
peoble's money?" 

** Yes. Why, it's in everybody's mouth. 

Jacob — that's Mr. Schlernitz — says the 

crowd around the table watching them 

gamble is so big you can't get near it. 

Mr. Schlernitz played with this man the 

other night, — just for fun, of course, — ^and 

lost nine hundred dollars!" The last 

phrase was uttered in a crescendo of 

pride, implying that Mr. Jacob Schlernitz, 
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of Chicago, was amply able to lose that 
sum. 

**Und you say Philadelphia iss slow? 
My! My!" and the captain shook his 
head gravely. 

The conversation caught the ear of 
Judith. Ordinarily she paid no attention 
to the equally harmless and brainless 
chattering of her viz-a-viz. Her thoughts 
instantly flew to Breslin. There were few 
Philadelphians on the steamer, and he 
alone answered this description. Had 
the person from Chicago been properly 
informed? She had but repeated the cur- 
rent gossip of the smoking-room, fur- 
nished by her husband, and was doubt- 
less correct. 

Judith experienced a feeling of disgust 
mingled with indignation at the words 
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and manner of the woman. She had not 
seen Jack BresHn for two days, but in 
that period she had had ample time and 
opportunity to review the cause and words 
through which she had branded him a 
social outcast. 

With frank bitterness she confessed to 
herself th^t not only had she been inex- 
cusably hasty, but unjust. She had con- 
templated for him an act of unselfish 
kindness when she fancied he was friend- 
less and in trouble ! When she saw him 
come aboard with no visible trace of suffer- 
ing or remorse for his deed, her sympathy 
changed to anger. She fled from one ex- 
treme to the other. But, later, — Oh, if he 
had only expressed contrition or regret ! 

The gracious attributes of her nature 

did not readily yield before her inherited 
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quality of Quaker stubbornness. Had 
Judith lived in Scotland in the days of 
Johnston, of Warrison, and James I., she 
would have been a Covenanter heroine. 

Late that afternoon, when, enveloped in 
rugs, most of the occupants of the long 
row of steamer-chairs were dozing or 
day-dreaming, she caught sight of Breslin 
pacing to and fro on the deserted weather 
side of the deck. She was shocked at the 
change in him. His face was haggard and 
drawn — an unhealthy white, and bore a 
puffy little crescent under each eye. The 
man seemed to have aged twenty years 
in as many hours. As he passed her — 
for she crossed designedly to his side — 
there was no sign of recognition in his 
eyes, which seemed to hold in their depths 
a smouldering, sullen fire. >r, 
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On the narrow horizon of her expe- 
rience there sprang the belief that his 
distraught appearance was due to fear of 
exposure through her, and a great pity 
was born at sight of such unnecessary 
suffering. If he was an Ishmael, had she 
not helped to drive him into the wilder- 
ness? The Pharisaical utterance of her 
opposite at the table — **I have more 
regard for my good name than to have 
friends like him '* — recurred to her. 
Heavens, how she detested that woman ! 
Jack Breslin, whom she had once loved, 
now so low in the social scale as to be 
discredited to her face by a person of 
such calibre. Augh ! 

** Mr. Breslin, may I have just a word 

with you?" She said it hesitatingly as 

she came abreast of him. 
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He halted and raised his cap with a 
slight inclination of the head. Her reso- 
lution had been formed so swiftly that she 
had not thought out just what she would 
say and how. She was plainly embar- 
rassed, but he made no effort to relieve 
her. 

" I am very sorry, indeed, that I came 
into possession of your secret,** she said. 
Then she blundered on : " The only other 
witness, I think, was the coach-driver — 
for my maid was dozing — and I do not 
believe he noticed your face. I, therefore, 
so far as we know, am the only witness 
of your — trouble.** She hesitated as she 
came to that last word, and then, more 
beautiful from her embarrassment, con- 
tinued: **I assure you I shall say nothing 

about it under any circumstances.*' 
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Cap in hand he waited till she had 
finished, then bowed and prepared to 
move on. 

" I spoke only to reassure you," she 
persisted, with a slight gesture of impa- 
tience at his impassive demeanor. "I 
thought, perhaps, the knowledge that I 
was in possession of your secret was 
worrying you," 

** I cannot thank anybody, much less 
Miss Stenton, for voluntarily assuming the 
role of accomplice to a — criminal," he re- 
plied, without taking his eyes from her 
face. 

**What do you mean, sir?" And she 
drew herself up resentfully, with a look 
of astonishment. 

" You say you have knowledge of the 

commission of — ^let us not mince words — 
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a murder, and that I am the murderer. 
Those were your words in effect. I know 
that you, at least, witnessed a part of the 
episode. By suppressing the information 
in your possession, or refusing to notify 
the proper authorities, you become an 
accessory after the fact, as it is known in 
criminal law, and thus in a measure you 
make yourself guilty with me.** 

There was a painful and perplexing 
silence. The flash of color in her cheeks 
faded in a way that enhanced her singular 
beauty. She saw that he was in earnest. 
Her eyes wandered from his face to the 
deck, and then out across the jubilant, 
sparkling waters. 

"Your accomplice?" she repeated, 

meditatively, struggling to fathom his 

words. 
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" My accomplice in a crime — if there 
was one," he answered, gravely. 

As his meaning forced itself upon her, 
her unfortunate faculty for misunderstand- 
ing and misinterpreting him secured an- 
other opportunity. 

** I did not think that you would add 
cowardice to your crimes," she cried, as, 
with flashing eyes, she swept him from 
head to foot. "I did not think you had 
fallen to the point of dragging an innocent 
woman into your toils. But I might have 
known as much ; I might have known as 
much!" There was a sudden note of 
pathos in her tone, and a nervous clasp- 
ing and unclasping of her hands. 

" I am not your accomplice," she con- 
tinued, all in a quiver. " How dare you 

suggest such a thing ? You are a coward 
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— do you hear — a coward to threaten a 
woman !" 

She moved to the rail to steady herself. 
Under the excitement of the moment her 
slender fingers closed on the gray-white 
wood as though they would crush it to 
splinters. Her anger was superb ; her 
bosom rose and fell with agitation ; there 
was scorn unutterable in the uplifted head. 
He made no attempt to follow or answer 
her, and this, perhaps, contributed, in a 
measure to subdue the flame of her 
wrath. 

**I repeat," she went on, but less vehe- 
mently, '* that your attempt to identify me 
with your crime, to make me an unwill- 
ing accomplice, is not only cowardly, but 
unmanly beyond belief.*' 

'*! have not tried to make you an 
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accomplice," he answered, in a strangely 
quiet manner which she had never seen 
in him before. " Instead, I am endeavor- 
ing to have you discern the error of 
placing yourself in such a position. You 
will pardon me, but I am trying to save 
you from yourself." 

" What do you mean ?" she demanded, 
amazed. 

*' You have stated, in substance at least, 

that I am a murderer. By concealing this 

fact you violate a criminal law. I have 

not asked you to withhold anything, or to 

protect me by your silence, though you 

have twice voluntarily announced your 

determination to do so. You jeopardize 

your own safety when you do this. It is 

your duty to make public all you know. 

You do me an injustice when you charge 
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that I am trying to involve you in my 
affairs." 

He spoke without animation or gesture, 
in a monotonous, disinterested sort of 
voice. 

The idea of Judith as an accessory, let it 
be said to his credit, had not been deliber- 
ately thought out by him. It had sprung 
into vague being through her patronizing 
offer to preserve his secret. The flash, it 
seemed, had fired a long train, and there 
was nothing left for him in honor to do 
but point out her position. 

He did not know what she would do ; 
anyhow, he was past caring. The mysteri- 
ous passion for the gaming-table was eating 
out his vitality, and her condemnation had 
completed the picturesque ruin of his life. 
She had denounced him on an assumption 
195 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



ITbe Crimaon Dice 

of his guilt and without defence, and he was 
too foolishly proud to disclose the facts. 

In the pause she had turned her back 
squarely on him, and was leaning over 
the vessel's side, watching the gray-green 
waters swirl past. She stood thus a 
moment, then, facing him abruptly, all the 
fire of anger gone from her eyes and 
cheek, said: 

" So, if I am not to become your ac- 
complice I must give information to the 
— the — police?" She halted at the last 
word. 

He bowed in assent. 

** I have been your accomplice already 
for five days ?" she reflectively continued: 

" Yes ; since the morning you passed 

through Naples from the depot to the 

hotel." 
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The steamer was driving ahead with 
the barest perceptible roll ; not enough to 
disturb the equilibrium of those promenad- 
ing the deck. She regarded him curiously 
for a little while; then, clasping her fingers 
behind her, she went back to the waters, 
as if seeking in the illimitable distance of 
sea and sky some solution of the problem 
which confronted her. 

'* An accomplice for five days," she said, 
half musingly and to herself. Then 
aloud, turning to him again : 

"And you say that the law would 
consider me guilty if I failed to tell all I 
knew?" 

" You would be guilty in the eyes of the 
law." 

"If an accomplice for five days, then 

why not an accomplice for five years or 
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fifty years?** she asked, with a faint, 
relenting smile. 

He shook his head negatively. " Think 
of your duty to society and to your con- 
science ?" 

"Society would never know anything 
about it if I remained your accomplice ; 
as for my conscience ? — well, all of us have 
to bear some affliction." 

The slumberous fire in his eyes^ blazed 
up as the old love in his heart flamed 
anew, not so much at her words as the 
tone of their utterance. He repressed 
himself, however ; stifled the passionate 
words that rose to his lips, and went on, 
still quietly : 

*' Knowing the law, you must not insist 

upon becoming my accomplice." 

" I do not insist ; I am perplexed. I do 
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not know which way to turn. I cannot 
carry this burden to the end I am afraid : 
I do not think you should ask me to ; you 
have not, and you will not, I know, I was 
an unwilling witness ; and besides, it is not 
as though you were my brother, or father; 
we — ^we — are really strangers now, you 
know." 

"Yes, I know," he said, with sudden 
bitterness. "And for that reason the 
burden of the secret need not rest on 
you. I have no claim upon you, as you 
have said : I am a stranger and can act 
without embarrassment. Under the cir- 
cumstances I have decided," and he spoke 
carelessly, as though it were a matter 
of little concern, " to surrender myself to 
the police authorities as soon as we reach 

New York." 
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The blood left her face ; his announce- 
ment took her by surprise. 

"What will they do with you?" she 
inquired, timidly. 

*' I presume Italy will ask for extradition 
and I shall go back to Naples for trial.'' 

" Go back to Italy for trial ?" she ex- 
claimed, in a tone that was an agony of 
apprehension. 

**I presume so. Really, I don't know 
just what they will do "^— and he smiled 
wearily at her sudden interest. 

"But death or imprisonment lor life 
might follow," she went on, with feminine 
disregard of all her previous indifference 
and austerity. 

'* Unless I should fall into the hands 

of those who are more just to me than 

the ones I love." 
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She had drawn unconsciously nearer 
him, as the possibilities of his peril de- 
veloped : she shrank back at these words, 
but did not ignore them. 

'* You have no right to speak so. I am 
just to you. I am willing to — to — risk — 
to become your accomplice to save you." 
Then, with unlooked-for impetuosity, a 
betrayal of her re-awakened love, she 
burst forth in sadly disconnected sen- 
tences. " Oh, why did you ever do 
such a thing ? I cannot deny the evidence 
of my senses. I knew it was you in that 
disguise the instant I saw you. You did 
kill that man ; you know it and I know it ! '* 

All the bitterness and anger had disap- 
peared : tears trembled in her eyes. She 
feared for him now. Her love had re- 
kindled at sight of his misery, whatever 
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had caused it : she forgot the past and all 
that had led her to reject him. More, 
she was thrilled with happiness in the 
thought that she shared some secret 
with him unknown to all the rest of the 
world, even though it was the secret 
of a crime. 

"Yes, I did kill that brute, but only 
after he had attempted to kill me!" he 
exclaimed, rapidly, and with all the force 
of his old self. 

He flung aside all his restraint of man- 
ner. There was no false modesty or 
foolish reticence about him now. She had 
at last asked an explanation ; he would tell 
her all, even the story of his love. 

" It was my life or his ; for that reason 

I had no remorse — ^have none now. The 

scoundrel was a murderer in his heart, and 
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that he was not a murderer in fact was 
only due to my watchfulness. The dagger 
in my hand was his. He dropped it as 
I struck him. It was a weapon that had 
killed another man an hour before." 

He spoke hurriedly, almost incoher- 
ently. He saw only the parted lips, the 
eager drinking-in of his explanation, and 
the new light in her eyes, the glory of a 
re-awakened love. 

** I am not an assassin, Judith," he cried, 

stretching both hands imploringly to her. 

"lam innocent. You never gave me an 

opportunity to explain. I had, driven by 

some awful power I cannot describe, 

spent the night with a company of 

gamblers and murderers. I played and 

won; and the handkerchief full of coin 

which I dashed in the face of that wretch, 
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the fatal Wow I struck as he was about to 
stab me, was an act of self-defence. I 
had won the money; it was mine, but 
under the strange impulse of this passion 
I cared nothing for it after I had it; I 
left it in the streets. There was the curse 
of blood on it. I am willing to surrender 
myself, but I am innocent. I want you, 
God knows how I want you, to know that! 
No court in a Christian land can condemn 
me under such circumstances. Do you 
believe me, dearest. ?" 

The great ship was racing through a 
sapphire sea, and the glory of the cloud- 
less zenith was on her cheek and brow. 
Judith had never seemed so beautiful to 
his eyes as she did then, when he pleaded 
for the happiness of all his future life. 

And she ? She seemed ready to faint with 
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joy. In a pretty, helpless, confused way, 
she moved away as though to escape his 
passionate appeal. He caught one of her 
hands, and led her unresisting to a shel- 
tered corner, for they were alone on that 
side of the deck. He had dropped his 
cap, and his dishevelled hair blew around 
his temples like silken threads. 

"You believe me, Judith, dearest?" he 
pleaded. "I see it in your eyes! — tell 
me that you have faith in what I say." 

She did not answer in that moment of 
supreme happiness. Yet she believed 
him — believed him because she loved 
him. She always had loved him, and the 
months and years that intervened since 
he had left her had been, oh ! so inter- 
minably long. 

She knew he spoke the truth ; he was 
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not a murderer. In her heart she had never 
believed that he was ; only, her perversity, 
the failure to read the riddle of that 
wretched episode of the street, had held 
her to the wrong interpretation. Yet 
there was still a trace of the inexplicable 
in his actions, and she demanded that no 
shadow hang over him if she was to sur- 
render herself to his love. 

" Will you please explain, Mr. Breslin," 
she asked, struggling back to self-posses- 
sion after a while and with a puzzled 
manner, "why you, a gentleman and 
beyond the necessity of winning money at 
cards, spent the night, as you confess, 
with outlaws and assassins ? Why it was 
necessary to disguise yourself, and put 
your life in such grave peril that to save it 
you were forced to kill another ?" 
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It was a humiliating avowal, but he 
made it unreservedly. It was a difficult 
task aside from that, for his own perplexi- 
ties hampered him. He spoke of the 
irresistible desire to gamble; to haunt 
the resorts of crime; of the absence of 
fear that possessed him, and the unshak- 
able confidence in his power to win. He 
concealed nothing. The spell still clung 
to him, he confessed ; and in the past four 
nights he had won large sums at play. 

** Then you are the man of whom that 
objectionable woman from Chicago spoke," 
she exclaimed, with sudden compression 
of the lips. 

" I do not know the person from Chicago 

to whom you refer, and I do not know 

what she said," he answered, in some 

surprise. 
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" She sits opposite me at the table, and 
she announced at breakfast this morning 
that everybody on board was talking about 
the winnings of some Philadelphia gambler 
in the smoking-room." 

He hung his head, and a flush turned the 
unhealthy white of his cheeks to a dull red. 

" I suppose it is true, but I didn't know 
that I had become a subject of gossip for 
the whole ship," he replied, raising his 
head and meeting her gaze steadily. 

"This passion you speak of, is it so 
strong that you cannot escape from it ?" 
she inquired, solicitously. 

"No. I believe not." 

"Will you try to overcome it?" 

He hesitated. He knew its awful 

strength and influence and feared his 

own powers of resistance. He felt inex- 
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pressibly ashamed, degraded. She saw 
and appreciated, and continued, softly: 

" For my sake ?" 

'*Yes! Now! To-day!" he cried, 
eagerly, with new hope. Her words gave 
him the inspiration he sought, and before 
she could prevent it he had seized both her 
hands and pressed them to his lips. She 
smiled gently at his ardor and continued : 

** Remember, Mr. Breslin, I can promise 
no return for this. I ask you for your 
own sake, for my sake, — as your accom- 
plice, if you will, — to conquer these odious 
impulses. They are unworthy of you, 
of your intelligence, and your position in 
society." 

** I understand/' he said. 

His tone was one of submission, but it 

was also one of hope. 
209 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Digit 



zed by Google 



The Woman and the Dice 



211 



Digit 



zed by Google 



Digit 



zed by Google 



trbe Moman an^ tbe Z>ice 



" I "HEY spent the early part of the even- 
ing together. Once or twice he 
felt the spell creeping over him, but her 
face and voice saved him. 

An hour or so after dinner one of his 
nightly companions in the smoking-room, 
a soap manufacturer from Boston, sent a 
deck steward to request him to step out- 
side for a moment. In a sulky, insulting 
voice, he inquired if Breslin intended to 
"jump the game?" 

** I will not play to-night." 

-Why?" 

" Because I do not care to." 

"And no other night, I suppose," the 
soap boiler retorted, with a sneer. 
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" That depends entirely upon how I feel. 
Anyhow, Fm taking a rest. It wears on 
one's nerves, you know, to be forced 
night after night to sit in a game with 
amateurs who play ai poker." And he 
returned to Judith's side. 

Never had Jack Breslin shone with 
such conspicuous brilliancy as he did that 
evening in the Social Hall of the **Kaiserin 
Wilhelmina." Judith Stenton knew, from 
the old days, how to tempt his conversa- 
tional ability, and, before he was aware of 
it, he found himself detailing, in a series 
of anecdotes, some of his world-wide travel 
experiences. 

She had pointed out her vis-a-vis at table. 

Madam Chicago, who was dressed to kill 

in a light-blue silk gown with yards of 6cru 

lace strung around and about it. Her 
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retrouss6 nose, irregular features, shape- 
less form, and strident voice would have 
made her conspicuous in any company. 

"A born gossip,'' laughed Judith. 

" The aptness of that appellation recalls 
an incident," exclaimed Jack, joining in 
the merriment after a critical survey of 
the lady in question. 

"We were beating along the edge of 
the Java Sea in a vessel that was a cross 
between an Arab dhow and a Chinese 
junk, one of those nondescripts that haunt 
the coasts of the Dutch Indies, bound 
from Surabaya to Singapore. At Batavia 
we took on a Javanese merchant ; a little 
brown fellow with an unpronounceable 
name and suggestions of olive green 
along the angles of his face. He could 
converse fluently in a dozen languages 
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and was the most thorough-paced romancer 
I have ever met Had he lived in the 
reign of Haroun al Raschid he would 
have been the undisputed rival of Sinbad 
the sailor. 

** One day when the sun was shrivelling 
the staves of the water butts, and the half- 
naked Lascars were panting with the heat, 
Bantam, the name we had bestowed on the 
Javanese in honor of his native province, 
was discoursing to the cook in a voice 
that was audible from stem to stem. 

" ' What do you think of that fellow ?' I 
inquired of our captain, a taciturn Dutch- 
man with a magnificent vocabulary of 
Mohammedan expressions. 

**The old chap studied the garrulous 

little merchant through half-closed eyes for 

a moment, as he lolled back in his wicker 
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deck chair ; then, stroking his long beard 
reflectively, replied :" 

" 'My friend, Allah made Bantam for an 
infernal liar, and the work was so perfect 
that there is not a wrinkle on him/ " 

After a while the conversation drifted 
into the channel that Breslin loved, archae- 
ology; the latest discoveries at Nippur; 
the new theories concerning the ruins at 
Palenque ; the work of the Exploration 
Society in Palestine. 

"By the way," he said, suddenly recol- 
lecting and plunging his hand into his 
pocket, *'here is something that will 
doubriess prove interesting to you" — and 
he tossed the dice of Suetonius on the 
table between them. 

"You might guess till doomsday 

before you would discover what they 
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are said to be," he continued, with a 
smile. 

" Dice, are they not ?" she asked, finger- 
ing them. 

"Yes, but I refer particularly to their 
history." 

She examined them intently, turning 
them over and over, and holding them 
up to the light; then, with a dubious shake 
of the head, she confessed her ignorance. 

" Those are the lots that are alleged to 
have been cast by the Roman soldiery for 
the garments of the Christ." 

A look of horror overspread her face, 
and she dropped the cubes as though they 
had blistered her hand. 

**I assure you I am in earnest," he 

added, hurriedly ; " I would not jest on 

such a matter ; I know your sentiments 
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and feelings too well to wound them by 
any flippant assertions on such a subject. 
You will please observe that I say, 
' alleged to have been cast.' As a matter 
of fact, I do not believe that they were 
ever used for any such purpose, though I 
received them directly from the hand of 
one who lived in that age." 

He told her the story of his visit 
to Pompeii, of the skeleton in armor and 
the bronze box. He repeated the con- 
tents of the letter word for word, but 
omitted all reference to the manner in 
which he had obtained possession of it. 
Slowly the look of abhorrence gave way 
to one of fascination. As he finished she 
asked to see the parchment, and eager to 
gratify her every wish he plunged into his 

state-room to get it. 
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With her interest now doubly awak- 
ened, Judith examined the dice minutely. 
With a pin she scratched the crimson 
enamel that gave the little crosses their 
color, to see if it could be loosened. She 
compared them as to size, symmetry, and 
the extent to which they had been worn 
away. Just then there was a cry of 
" steamer on the port side," and she joined 
in the rush to witness its passing with the 
dice clasped tightly in her hand. 

As she resumed her seat she expe- 
rienced a sensation such as she had never 
before known ; a gentle rushing of the 
blood that imparted a feeling of lightness 
and buoyancy. There was a slight ting- 
ling in her left hand— the one that held the 
dice — not pronounced, but distinctly per- 
ceptible, and from this as a focus the sen- 
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sation radiated through her high-strung 
physical organization. It swept over her 
in successive waves of increasing intensity 
that made every nerve throb ; there was 
something eerie in the wild press of 
emotions that gradually overwhelmed 
her. 

Breslin had not yet returned, and she 
stepped out on deck, hoping that the 
bracing sea air would banish her con- 
fusion of mind and cool the fever in her 
blood. There were a number of people 
strolling up and down, and to avoid them 
she moved slowly aft, to where a great 
gap in the deck marked the domain of the 
steerage. At brief intervals, as she stood 
above it, there came out of the depths 
coarse bursts of laughter, mingled with 
the whining complaint of a tortured con- 
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certina and the vigorous and prolonged 
clapping of hands. 

It was against the rules for one class of 
passengers to enter sections of the vessel 
set apart for another class. She knew this, 
and she was further aware that violation 
of the order at night might subject her to 
censure if not insult. But the feverish- 
ness of her blood, which by this time had 
imparted temerity, urged her on in a 
mad purpose to visit the steerage. She 
thought of returning and inviting Jack to 
act as her escort, but this would take the 
adventure out of the realm of the un- 
usual and so she discarded the idea. 

A chain crossed the narrow opening 
in the rail above the iron ladder which 
stretched into the darkness beneath. Slip- 
ping the dice into her pocket, she un- 
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hooked the end and stepped out on the 
three-inch overhang of the upper deck. 
Then she refastened the chain, and, taking 
a firm hold on the tubular railing, swung 
herself down to the ladder and descended 
to the deck below, the terra incognita of 
the third-class passengers. 

There was an abundance of light to 
prevent her stumbling over coils of rope, 
and other raff, as she made her way 
to a door in the centre of which was a 
circular bull's eye emitting a ray of light. 
She opened it and found herself in a long 
and very narrow passageway, which ended 
in stairs leading farther down into the 
depths of the ship. 

A heavy, unpleasant odor came from 

below and filled the gangway. Mingling 

with it was the louder whine of the con- 
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certina, the peevish wail of fretful children, 
the noisy chorus of men's voices in many 
tongues, and all the other heterogeneous 
sounds that could possibly arise from a 
company of emigrants left to the freedom 
of their own pleasures and rude amuse- 
ments. 

No thought of retracing her steps 
entered Judith's mind. The noise and 
strangeness formed an additional incentive 
for her to follow her adventure to the end. 
The reckless spirit that possessed her 
would have impelled her, even had she 
desired to withdraw, to whatever extreme 
her wanton fancy might lead ; so, guiding 
herself by the iron rail that was grimy with 
the grip of a thousand unwashed hands, 
she went forward and downward. 

The steerage of the " Kaiserin Wilhel- 
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mina" had never witnessed through its blue 
haze such a vision of loveliness as ap- 
peared unheralded in its midst that night. 
It floated in unobserved and had moved 
down to the head of one of the long tables 
before it was discovered. 

Mothers instantly quieted their sobbing 
children, lest the discord might drive the 
picture from the place. Groups of hairy 
peasants from the Marches of the Pescara 
and the wild stretches of far Calabria, 
who were pounding the tables in excess of 
delight or rage over their dirty cards, grew 
still and craned their necks to discover 
what it was that had come to their ill-venti- 
lated habitation. Here and there a hat 
was removed ; the muse of the concertina 
player, embarrassed by her presence, be- 
came silent. 
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The hush was an eloquent tribute to the 
picture in white, with a clasp of diamonds 
at its throat Judith recognized and ac- 
cepted it as such, and a feeling of gratified 
vanity, that she could command such hom- 
age, sprang up among the impulses that 
controlled her. 

The comments of the rude assemblage 
were not lost, for she spoke Italian fluently. 
The coarse compliments and rude expres- 
sions of admiration that rose through the 
reek of tobacco-smoke, and the penetrat- 
ing, kitchen-like odors of the place, were 
music in her ears. 

" Who is she ?" bawled a Hercules from 
Salerno, his bulk towering above the 
others. 

He was a picturesque rascal with curl- 
ing hair, small gold earrings, and a scarf 
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that mingled all the primary colors in 
prismatic brilliancy. 

**Sh — sh — ^a visitor, a visitor," echoed 
several, warningly. They feared the ap- 
palling volume of the voice might frighten 
the lady. 

"Damn! I know she's a visitor, but 
where's her man?" roared the giant. 

For the first time, as she stood at the 

end of the long table steadying herself 

to the swaying motion of the ship, she 

realized the imprudence of venturing there 

without an escort: the words of the 

ruffian impressed it upon her. But this 

momentary feeling caused her no lasting 

embarrassment, and speedily disappeared 

altogether before the novelty of her 

position. 

At irregular intervals down the long 
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table groups of men were playing cards or 
dominos. Out of the recesses of bunks 
that rose in tiers to the deck above, half- 
clad forms hung out and eyed her with 
strange, silent interest. Women sitting 
by twos and threes on the floor, with babies 
between their feet, whispered comments 
on her dress and appearance. Her eyes 
took it all in ; swept every corner of the 
place, and then came back to rest on the 
face of the brawler from Salerno. She 
smiled and nodded pleasantly to him, as 
though ignorant of his words. 

" She's American," he roared, delighted, 
returning her smile with a grin that per- 
ceptibly' widened the hairy expanse of 
his lower face, as he doff*ed his green 
hat and waved it in an awkward salute. 
**No one but an American could look 
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like that. The damn English are too 
proud." 

" Sit down, you fool ; she isn't smiling 
at you ! No woman would make pretty 
faces at such a thing," yelled a companion, 
boisterously. 

"They all smile at me," he retorted, 
aiming an awkward, playful blow with 
his hat at the speaker. 

" She don't know you or she wouldn't 
look at you like that, Pasquale," echoed 
another shrilly. 

"What's that?" rumbled Pasquale, and 
there was an ominous threat in his voice. 

" She don't know about Maria Gallupo, 
or she'd change her smile to tears," con- 
tinued the taunting voice. 

" You dog of the gutter," howled the 

giant, flinging himself over those nearest 
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him, "Til send you to join Gallupo for 
that," and there was a gleam of steel in his 
hand as he struggled to reach his enemy. 

But for the rapidity with which those 
nearest the fellow hurled themselves 
upon him and pinioned his arms, he of the 
piping voice would, in that sentence, have 
uttered his last gibe. As it was, a red 
line across the back of his left hand and 
the drip of blood told that Pasquale had 
not wholly missed his mark. 

Judith witnessed the outbreak with 

delight. The sight of the struggling men, 

the hoarse cries, and the tumult around 

the uplifted knife of the ruffian appealed 

to some latent instinct of ferocity in her 

nature that was suddenly aroused. While 

the other women wailed and cowered and 

beseeched the brawlers, she stood serene, 
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smiling, exultant, like a Claudian princess 
above a gladiatorial arena. 

The affair created intense excitement; 
at its termination the indignant criticisms 
of the women were directed wholly 
to Judith. She had precipitated the 
affair, and she was not of their kind. 
She perplexed the ignorant peasants, and 
there were whispered colloquies in which 
innuendoes and unpleasant suggestions 
were exchanged. The girl's self-assur- 
ance, her absence of fear,^ her easy 
familiarity with Pasquale, could arise from 
but one of two causes : ignorance, or a 
great and undesirable knowledge of the 
world. 

None of these comments reached 
Judith's ear. Had they done so, it is doubt- 
ful if they would have left the slightest im- 
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pression upon her. She was intoxicated 
with the danger and risk of her position : 
the current of a strange caprice swept her 
unresistingly along. 

"Is your baby ill?'' 

She approached the woman nearest her, 
who held a waxen-faced child in her arms. 
The mother, seated on the floor with her 
back against a lower berth, had a worn-out 
look upon her sallow face. Judith spoke 
in Italian, and very low. 

" Yes, milady. He is better, but he will 
not be well till we get to America," she 
replied, affectionately stroking the dark 
hair of the child, who moved and uttered 
a weak, moaning cry. 

"Can he eat?'' 

"A sip of milk and a bit of white 

bread now and then." 
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"Take this/* and she slipped a bank- 
note into the creature's hand. " Have the 
steward get some fresh milk for you every 
day. They have it in plenty; not the 
condensed, you know." 

As she passed on the woman's white 
lips moved in prayer. 

Half-way down the length of the steer- 
age a steward, who had followed, unable 
to make up his mind how to address her, 
summoned courage at last, and said 
apologetically : 

"Excuse me, lady, but it's against the 
rules for cabin passengers to come down 
here." 

'*I know it is," she replied, loftily. 
" Someone was not attending to his duty, 
though, for no one halted me when I 
reached the passageway above." 
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"How did you get here?" 

"I lost my way." The smiling lips 
fashioned the falsehood without a quiver. 

" Strange," replied the man dubiously, 
with a forced smile ; " there's no direct 
way to come from your end of the ship 
at night, but by climbing down a ladder." 

**Oh, dear! I should think it enough 
for you to know that I am here, with- 
out asking me to furnish you with a de- 
scription of my route. I wandered around 
ever so many corridors, stairs, and dark 
places before I reached here." She laughed 
as softly as she lied serenely. Placing 
her lips close to his ear, she whispered 
softly : 

" I wanted to see what the steerage was 
like at night. Don't be foolish. Til pay 
you for your trouble. If anybody com- 
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plains or objects, tell them you requested 
me to leave, and I refused." 

" Nobody'U object if I don't, Miss. My 
name's Schwab, second steward in the 
steerage." 

"Then Steward Schwab, remember," 
and she laid a warning finger on her lips 
in a pretty, coquettish way, **from this 
moment you have lost sight, memory, and 
hearing." And once more she burst into a 
ripple of laughter. 

" But I won't lose my job my lady," 
he muttered, as he moved away. " There's 
one party aboard this boat that'll know 
you're here, and that mighty soon." 

The steerage gradually resumed its 
normal condition : the condition that ex- 
isted previous to her advent. Pipes were 
relighted, games were resumed, and the 
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clamor of voices and crying of children 
arose again. Pasquale, under the persua- 
sion of friends, became reconciled to his 
late enemy, and the tenor of the pictur- 
esque, uncleanly, odorous life of the place 
went on as before. 

But it was all too commonplace for the 
girl. The fire in her veins was burning 
furiously, and the mad craving for excite- 
ment grew with each succeeding moment. 
An inspiration seized her. 

"Isn't there somebody here who can 
dance?" she inquired of the concertina 
player, whom she had bribed to renew 
his murder of the harmonies. 

He nodded. "Plenty. Tony there 

plays the violin, and his brother and sister 

dance. She's the young thing with the 

scarf over her head," and he indicated a 
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pretty girl of sixteen seated near two 
men. The trio were only too ready to 
perform under the stimulus of the money 
which she produced. 

The news spread that there was to be a 
dance, and every other amusement was 
instantly abandoned. A space was cleared 
on a hatch beyond the tables, and the 
orchestra, Tony and the concertina player, 
was planted on two canvas sacks which 
contained the wardrobe of some passenger. 

The girl, Paulina, was a revelation even 
to Judith. She was a slender, wedge- 
shaped creature, widening in graceful lines 
from tiny feet to waist. She threw her- 
self into the whirl of the dance with reck- 
less abandon ; her features softened, her 
eyes brightened, and she seemed trans- 
formed. For ten minutes Spanish dances 
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followed Italian ; then a Scotch reel and a 
sailor's hornpipe closed the series. 

A wild burst of applause rang out as 
she dropped half-exhausted into a seat be- 
side Judith, while her place on the floor 
was taken by her brother, Tomasso. He 
was a clumsy lout whose feet would better 
have graced sabots than dancing shoes. 

"You dance beautifully," whispered 
Judith to the fluttering Paulina. 

"Do you think so?" panted the girl, 
her eyes shining at the compliment. 

" Indeed I do. Are you going on the 
stage when you reach America?" 

"Yes, in the Italian theatres. I hear 
there are not many of them," she sighed, 
regretfully. 

*'Why not secure engagements in 

American theatres?" 
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"What, with that?" and she nodded 
scornfully toward Tomasso, who was 
clattering and grimacing to the evident 
delight of the crowd. "He isn't my 
brother, either. It is too hard to work 
by myself. If I could only do what you 
Americans call the cake-walk I might try 
other theatres." 

** But it is not hard to cake-walk. Why, 
I can do it myself," exclaimed Judith, in a 
gush of encouraging confidence. 

" Oh, can you ?" cried Paulina, ecstati- 
cally, her admiration for the fine lady with 
such varied accomplishments profoundly in- 
creased. 

"Yes, indeed. Did you ever see it?" 

** Only once : a black sailor at Genoa, 

and he was half-drunk." 

An audacious purpose crept over Judith 
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as she recognized an opportunity to give 
full rein to her reckless impulses and defy 
propriety. 

" Would you like to see it again ?" 

"I would give anything to see it, but," 
and Paulina glanced round on the faces of 
the crowd. ** You couldn't show me here, 
milady." 

"Just wait and see if I cannot," was the 
confident reply, with a toss of her head. 
Paulina reached out a gently detaining 
hand as the girl rose, but the action was 
unnoticed by Judith, who by this time had 
thrown discretion to the winds. 

Tomasso ended with a tremendous 
smash of boot-soles as she went forward 
and spoke to the musicians in a low tone. 
The fiddler shook his head negatively; 

both musicians looked puzzled. She grew 
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emphatic, and frowningly illustrated her 
point by tapping with one foot and beat- 
ing time with her right hand. It took an 
unconscionable while to get her idea 
through the thick skulls of the pair, but as 
a strain of music in the right measure 
floated out at last, she nodded her head 
with approval and turned with a smile to 
the eager Paulina. 

The audience of swarthy faces had be- 
come very quiet. Her colloquy with the 
musicians, though carried on in an under- 
tone, had keyed up their expectations, and 
when Paulina moved the soap box that 
served her as a seat farther out into the 
open space, where she could command a 
better view, there was an involuntary 
movement of the throng to press closer. 

They anticipated something, they knew 
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not what, in which the handsome American 
with the vivacious eyes, and cheeks like 
the roses of Tuscany, was to play a 
part. 

Few in the bizarre crowd that stood 
packed under the gray strata of tobacco- 
smoke were quite prepared for what fol- 
lowed: certainly not Jack Breslin, who, 
unobserved, had entered in the wake of 
his guide, the second steward, Schwab. 

There was a preliminary bar and then 
the two-piece orchestra broke into an 
unfamiliar air that was neither Italian, 
Spanish, nor American. It was, however, 
a musical structure sufficiently strong to 
carry the steps of a cake-walk in all their 
variations. 

Swaying gracefully from side to side till 

she caught the spirit of the music. Jack, 
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to his utter astonishment, saw the beautiful 
girl glide away with all the exaggerated 
grace of a darky belle. Up and down 
before the silent, gaping peasants, with 
cheeks aglow, and sparkling eyes too 
bright by far, her skirts held daintily 
between thumb and finger, she passed and 
repassed like a vision ; dipping, strutting, 
caracoling, shuffling, in a succession of 
pranks and poses that would have done 
credit to an ** artiste" of the continuous 
variety school. 

In the whole eventful history of the 
"Kaiserin Wilhelmina" nothing like it 
had ever been seen before. 

Standing on the outer edge of a lower 

bunk, with one hand on the steward's 

shoulder, Breslin gazed on the scene, 

over the heads of the crowd, with feelings 
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that were little short of indescribable. Her 
transition from the salon to the steerage 
had been so sudden that it was absolutely 
bewildering. 

Was the girl insane to thus challenge 
the tongue of gossip and scandal? He 
was helpless to prevent the performance 
or even to interfere. An attempt to end 
the scene would only excite the rage 
or protest of the ignorant hundreds who 
hung breathless around her, and open the 
way for unbridled comment. He gritted 
his teeth and smothered the curse that 
rose on his tongue. 

There was a signal from Judith, and the 
music moved faster. The cake-walk ceased 
and a succession of dance steps followed. 
Her skirts were still held daintily in both 
hands, but much higher now than her shoe- 
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tops. Her little kid-shod feet pattered like 
ungloved hands on the bare floor in jig 
steps that evoked hoarse "bravos" from 
the men and shrill screams of delight from 
the women. 

A side-comb fell and a single strand of 
bronze hair dropped caressingly like a gar- 
land over one shoulder. Her eyes were 
like stars; her smiling lips were crimson 
carnations ; her bosom rose and fell with 
excitement and exertion. At last, when 
Jack had begun to wonder whether the 
scene would ever end, there was a final 
screech of the instruments, a waist-high 
graceful kick, and, exhausted, but brill- 
iantly triumphant, Judith sank down beside 
Paulina, who, in an excess of rapturous 
admiration, threw her arms around the 
American's neck. 
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The steerage, wild with delight, broke 
into a prolonged uproar of approving and 
enthusiastic noise. Jack saw that it threat- 
ened an encore, and, rudely josding 
through the crowd, he made his way to 
her side. 

"Let me add my congratulations," he 
said, extending his hand as the ardent 
Paulina disengaged herself. 

" You didn't know I was so clever, did 
you ?" she cried, in panting, joyous accents, 
as she raised her eyes laughingly to his 
face, without evincing the slightest sur- 
prise or embarrassment. 

** Oh, it was delightful," she continued, 

clapping her hands. */ Do you know ? I 

believe I could have kept up that jig all 

night ! Miss Blaney, the dancing teacher 

at Miss Bordman's, taught me those steps 
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when I was a litde bit of a girl, and I 
hadn't tried them for years." 

" What did you think of the cake-walk ? 
Paulina, here — Paulina, this is Mr. Breslin 
— ^is a professional dancer and she had 
never seen it. Just think of that ! I went 
through it for her and not for the crowd. 
But did you ever see such sympathetic, 
appreciative people ? What a remarkable 
ovation I received !*' She glanced radi- 
andy around upon the circle of coarse 
faces turned admiringly toward her. 

"They certainly appreciated your ef- 
forts," he assented, quietly. " Don't you 
think I had better see you to the upper 
deck?" 

"Oh, I suppose so," she replied, pet- 
tishly; **but I do dislike to go. I am in 
love with the novelty and excitement of it 
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all down here. Up there it is so dull and 
formal, and everybody is forever on their 
good behavior. I wonder what Madam 
Chicago would say if she saw me now ?" 

** Something very unkind and very un- 
pleasant, I am afraid." 

"How I do envy those men yonder!" 
and, ignoring his response, she indicated 
a group that had resumed their cards 
with a handful of copper coins on the 
table in front of each player. 

"Why?" 

" Because I feel that if I had half a 
chance I could win all the money in the 
steerage." 

Her volatile spirits went off on another 

tangent : " By the way, I came very nearly 

being the heroine of an affair of honor," 

she cried, with undisguised pleasure. " I 
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don't know but that the vendetta has 
already been declared. That great big 
fellow over yonder was going to kill one of 
his companions because he said something 
hateful about me." The words and tone 
shocked him: she gloried in the avowal. 

" Indeed !*' he responded, coldly. 

She was completely metamorphosed, and 
the more he strove to fathom the mys- 
tery of it the more he felt his impotency 
for the task. 

They were moving toward the stair- 
way, Judith bowing right and left and 
dropping a coin here and there into some 
mother's lap. She was the undisputed 
queen of the vessel's under-world. As 
they neared the steps the giant Pas- 
quale crushed his way forward and, cap in 

hand, barred their way. 
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" In the name of my companions I want 
to thank milady for her visit It was a 
burst of sunshine in the darkness," he 
growled, in his deep tones. 

** Tell them for me that I am delighted 
to have been able to furnish them some 
amusement," Judith replied, smiling gra- 
ciously on the ruffian. 

Breslin felt tempted to kick him the 
length of the steerage. 

"I am afraid the person from Chicago 
will have a new subject for discussion at 
breakfast to-morrow," he suggested drily, 
as they reached the upper deck. 

"What if she does," answered Judith 
saucily, turning a challenging glance upon 
him. " I shall then have the pleasure of 
sharing honors with you." 
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nr^O their mutual and agreeable surprise 
the incident of the steerage did not 
provoke any comment the ensuing day. 
This was due to Jack's forethought and 
prompt action. He took occasion imme- 
diately to retail the story himself, coloring 
it to suit his purposes and putting it in the 
light of an impromptu entertainment for 
the benefit of the emigrants. 

If Judith cherished any regrets for her 
escapade they were admirably concealed. 
She volunteered no explanation and Jack 
asked none. By tacit consent it was re- 
garded as a closed incident, and the 
memory of the most eventful night she 
had ever known lapsed into the past. 
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But the wagging tongues could not com- 
pletely ignore them. The attraction of 
the Philadelphian for the handsome woman 
whom he was supposed to have met for 
the first time on the "Kaiserin Wilhel- 
mina" furnished the subject. 

There were a dozen women who, pri- 
vately and collectively, expressed a deter- 
mination to warn Miss Stenton of the 
dangerous character of her newest ac- 
quaintance. Only one of them marshalled 
the requisite assurance for the purpose — 
an overzealous and underdressed woman, 
whose husband, a newly-made millionaire, 
had, until recent years, sung in the village 
choir and lived over a tinshop. 

" Excuse me. Miss Stenton," she began 
in a wheedling voice, as she slid her dowdy 
form on the sofa beside Judith the follow- 
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ing afternoon after luncheon, " but may I 
inquire the name of the gentleman with 
whom you walked the deck this morning?*' 

" Certainly," she assented, instantly alert 
for an attack : ** his name is Mr. John 
Livingston Breslin, of Philadelphia. He 
is about thirty years of age, unmarried, 
reputed to be very wealthy, a member of 
the leading clubs of that city, and widely 
known in scientific circles as an archaeolo- 
gist." This was volunteered very sweetly 
and with a simplicity that was bewitching. 

"Now, don't you know, I thought he 
was a man of distinction," continued the 
new millionairess, insinuatingly. ** He has 
such a striking face. Isn't it a pity he's 
such a gambler?" 

"Really, you shock me," exclaimed 
Judith, with raised brows and a world of 
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candor in her blue eyes. "You must 
be mistaken." 

** Not at all, my dear ; not at all." The 
woman closed her eyes and shook her head 
slowly with solemn and impressive convic- 
tion. Then she whispered : " He's a 
black-leg. Between us, this story that he 
is a Philadelphia millionaire is all bosh!" 
She exploded the final word in Judith's ear. 

"I am very sorry to hear it," replied the 
girl with admirable dissimulation. ** I did 
not know he was a gambler : that is, 
I was aware he sometimes played cards, 
for he told me so ; and I understand that 
he has won as much as five or ten thou- 
sand dollars at a time. But then you see 
he can afford it, and besides he only plays 
for amusement," she replied, still with that 

air of confiding innocence. 
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" Do you mean to say, Miss Stenton, 
that you, a young lady of evident refine- 
ment, and Christian parentage, and reared 
in a land of Bibles, do not call it gambling 
to win five or ten thousand dollars at 
cards? That you ." 

'* Oh ! by no means ; please do not mis- 
understand me,*' interrupted Judith, with 
charming frankness. ** It is very wicked, 
indeed; it is quite as reprehensible, I think, 
as gambling in doubtful stocks in a bucket 
shop," and she beamed, with large assump- 
tion of guilelessness, into the eyes of the 
older woman. 

" But, my dear, one is a business trans- 
action and the other is chance," said the 
self-appointed mentor, embarrassed by 
the reference to stocks. Her husband 
had climbed to questionable heights of 
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financial eminence on the shoulders of 
rank outsiders in a transaction that had 
landed one of its promoters in prison. 

*' As to that, I think it is very largely a 
matter of chance on both questions/' Judith 
replied. "It is very doubtful if widows 
and orphans and other betrayed investors 
ever recover any of their money in many 
such schemes of which I have heard. 
You certainly would not call it gambling if 
your husband made a million or so out of 
some stock-watered iron and steel scheme 
at the expense of others, and in which 
he risked nothing ? Yet I believe that is 
what is called 'sure thing' gambling." 

The shaft struck home and drove the 

blood to the face of the meddler, for Judith 

knew her story. 

The girl relented instantly. She aban- 
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doned all dissimulation and, in a lower 
tone, continued gentiy : 

"Forgive me, please. You doubdess 
mean well, but are not aware that Mr. 
Breslin is a very old and dear friend of 
mine. I have known him for ever so 
many years. He is a gentleman, and his 
virtues or his faults are his own affair ; not 
yours or mine ; particularly not yours !*' 

** Capital ! capital !" exclaimed the object 
of the attack when he was given the de- 
tails of this episode an hour later. 

'*I do not think I am entitled to any 
particular praise," answered Judith, very 
soberly. **It is my duty to defend you, 
because, as you have pointed out, I am 
your accomplice." 

" Please do not refer to that again," he 
said, beseechingly. 
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" On one condition." 

" Name it." 

"That you do not surrender yourself 
to the authorities when we reach New 
York." 

" Then we are not altogether strangers ; 
you still retain some lingering interest in 
my welfare and fate?" he cried, eagerly 
grasping at the first straw she had placed 
in his way. 

" Don't you think I have demonstrated 
it this afternoon ?" 

"It shall be as you wish," he assented. 
"If I were guilty I would surrender myself, 
but that scoundrel sought to murder me 
for my money. I had never seen him be- 
fore that night. I acted in self-defence, 
and Naples is well rid of an assassin." 

"Are you still possessed of that uncon- 
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trollable impulse to gamble?" she con- 
tinued, with assumed nonchalance. 

" It has entirely disappeared. Your voice 
and presence have stilled the tempest. I 
never care to set eyes on a card again.*' 

" Do you think it will return ?" 

" Not as long as you are by my side/* he 
cried rapturously. 

For a man so recently freed from the 
suspicion of murder, Breslin displayed a 
cheerfulness commensurate with the nar- 
rowness of his escape. The pallor of his 
face in twenty-four hours had given place 
to a healthier glow, although it is doubtful 
if much of the transformation was not di- 
rectly traceable to his eyes. Their sullen, 
smouldering fire had been quenched, and 
instead had come a glow of serenity. 

Judith noticed the change, but was too 
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wise to comment upon it to him. She saw 
the perplexing problem of his metamor- 
phosis working out before her. 

Although animated with the hope that 
his love was returned, Jack Breslin was 
a long way from being convinced that 
Judith Stenton had any deeper interest 
in his welfare than a desire to see him 
extricated from his unusual difficulties and 
to aid him in conquering the habit which 
had obtained such a hold upon him. 

He regarded her expressions of faith 
in him and offers of assistance as a return 
of her old self, with the difference that, if 
she had been charming and lovable in his 
eyes in those other years, she was now 
simply entrancing. 

She was another Judith ; there was 

heightened charm and vivacity, with, per- 
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haps, just a touch of coquetry in her man- 
ner. If then a touch of her hand had sent 
the blood flooding his heart, now it en- 
thralled him. 

"Do you know, I wish this might last 
forever?" he said, rapturously, as they 
slowly circled the decks that afternoon. 

** Why?" she smiled gently, as if antici- 
pating the answer. 

" Because I am my old self. The long- 
ing for dissipation has left me entirely. 
I feel a new life springing up in me. 
All the mental depression and feverish 
unrest have disappeared ; it is wholly due 
to you. Don't you think you should be 
very proud of your work?" he urged, 
returning her smile. 

"lam." 

"Well, then, since you have recon- 
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structed a dismantled machine, and started 
it to running smoothly, isn't it your duty 
to retain permanent control of it?" he 
pleaded, almost breathlessly. 

She ignored the question. They were 
getting upon very dangerous ground, at 
least for her, and she switched the 
conversation into a new and unusual 
channel. 

" I know you will not mind telling me," 

she began, "just how much money you 

have won at cards since this craze for 

gambling seized you. Please, do not look 

so surprised at the question ! I know it 

is out of place, and very rude, perhaps, to 

inquire into your private affairs," she went 

on, archly ; " but you have told me a little 

and I want to know more. Just consider 

that I am an old friend, and that I do not 
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ask out of curiosity, but for a very, very 
serious reason." 

** ril have to figure a little," he replied, 
shamefacedly. "You see I have had 
such a succession of winnings that I can- 
not say off-hand just how much I am 
ahead. I won about fifteen thousand 
dollars in Naples and left fifteen hundred 
of it lying in the street. That left thirteen 
thousand five hundred. Since I have been 
on the " Kaiserin Wilhelmina " I have 
won about ten thousand. In round num- 
bers I should say that I am twenty-three 
thousand dollars ahead." 

He looked up expecting some expres- 
sion of surprise, but was disappointed. She 
knew he was very wealthy, but she likewise 
knew nothing about the winnings in such 

games, and the magnitude of the sum did 
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not appeal to her. If he had said one 
thousand dollars, it would have meant, per- 
haps, quite as much. 

''What are you going to do with it?*' 
she inquired, curiously. 

He glanced quickly at her to detect the 
prompting of the inquiry. 

" Why, really, I don't know just what I 
shall do with it. It's mine, you know ! I 
won it . fairly, though now I wish I had 
never touched a penny of it ; but since 
I've got it, I cannot see what can be done 
about it. As for the men who sat in the 
game, as we say, they are all well fixed 
and able to lose the money." 

He was trying to excuse himself and put 
the best face on the matter. 

*^You regret that you have won this 

money ?" she persisted, reflectively. 
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'* Frankly, I do. I feel demeaned and 
degraded in the possession of it. I did not 
realize it till I met you, but I look at things 
in a different light now : I would sacrifice 
a great deal to undo what has been 
done." 

"If you truly regret that you have won 
this ten thousand dollars from these men, 
why not return it and relieve your con- 
science?" 

" What ?" he almost shouted, retreating 
a step. 

" Why not find out just how much you 
have won from each man on board and 
return it to him with your compliments," 
she repeated serenely, with the complacent 
consciousness of a woman who has solved 
a vexatious problem to her own satisfac- 
tion. 
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A burst of laughter was his answer. 
This levity was a rude shock to her. 

"Then your protestations of remorse 
were wholly insincere/' she said, bitterly. 
Her manner choked off the laughter in his 
throat. 

" No ! no ! I assure you that I am sin- 
cere," he pleaded. "You misunderstand 
me. I was not laughing at you, but at 
myself; at the picture I would present 
going around distributing money among 
those wolves in the smoking-room. I 
meant no disrespect — I love you too well 
for that." 

He couldn't help it. It was in his heart 
and on his tongue, and it had to come out 
sometime. 

Her own heart leaped at his words, but 

her policy of self-repression was unshaken. 
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"Explain yourself, please," she de- 
manded, coldly. 

" The impossibility of what you suggest 
is, I know, not apparent to you, Miss Sten- 
ton," he replied impressively, in a lower 
tone than he ordinarily used. 

" You do not know the world : still less 

do you know the ways of men. I would 

ruin myself were I to do as you advise. 

Sooner or later there would be carried to 

the ears of all my friends, ever5nvhere, a 

story that I was not ' square :' that I 

cheated at cards. That means dishonor, 

and dishonor means ostracism among 

decent men. Only one interpretation 

would be placed on such an action ; that I 

had cheated and had been seized with 

remorse ; or else that I had returned my 

winnings to hush up a prospective scandal. 
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V 

" I have been a very heavy winner," he 
proceeded, still seriously. *' My luck has 
been phenomenal, and but for the fact that 
I make it an invariable rule to bet only 
upon hands dealt by others, I would have 
been accused before this of being a sharper. 
I cannot account for my luck any more 
than I can for the impulse to gamble. 

" To return money to these men would, 
under their inexorable logic, be proof 
positive that I was a thief or was threat- 
ened with exposure. You see what I 
mean, do you not ? What you suggest is 
absolutely impossible. I will do anything 
in the world for you, but I cannot, even for 
your sake, voluntarily put upon myself the 
brand of dishonor." 

She regarded him closely, balancing 

declaration against purpose. Her face 
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was Parian marble so far as depicting her 
emotions. He returned her gaze with 
head erect and set features. 

"And you will not do this even for 
me?'* she asked, very slowly. 

'*Not even for Miss Stenton," he re- 
plied, firmly. 

With a slight inclination of her head 
she left him, perplexed and chagrined, 
yet conscious of the correctness of his 
position. 
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How the Light Came 
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" I "HAT night at dinner Judith was radi- 
ant. The little German professor 
of languages from Denver to her right, 
and the anthracite coal operator and his 
wife from Scranton, who sat just beyond 
him, were completely captivated by her 
vivacity. Her volatile spirits were con- 
tagious. Even the irrepressible one from 
Chicago, opposite, forgot, for the time 
being, to twist and admire at arm's length 
the jewelled bands that encircled her pudgy 
fingers. 

Proportionately as Judith was animated 

and enlivening, in inverse ratio was Breslin 

wretched and distraught. The meal was 

a martyrdom. Nothing could have induced 
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him to remain during the courses but the 
opportunity of seeing her face. Yet never 
for one instant did his faith in the sound- 
ness of his position waver. 

To his surprise she was waiting for him 
outside the door as he emerged. In her 
hand was a small package in white paper 
encircled with a rubber band, which she 
held out as he approached. 

** Here are the dice. I placed them in 
the purser's safe last night.'* Not a trace 
remained of her former feeling. 

" I thought you ought to have them, be- 
cause they are so valuable and so easily 
lost." 

He was once more in the seventh 

heaven of bliss. " It is immaterial who has 

them,'' he responded, thrusting the packet 

carelessly into his pocket "I am not 
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as particular about the dice •as I am about 
the letter : the dice are not authentic ; the 
letter is." 

" Do not be too sure of that," she said, 
with an enigmatic smile. ** Do you mind 
taking a few turns around the deck with 
me?" Without waiting for his ardent 
affirmative she placed her hand lightly on 
his arm. 

"I left you very abrupdy this after- 
noon," she murmured, apologetically, 
arching her neck and turning her splendid 
eyes on him as they passed under the 
circle of incandescent lights. She was 
studying every expression of his face with 
unconcealed interest. 

" I wasn't quite sure of my position, and 

I wanted to get away by myself where I 

could think it over." 
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" And I suppose you finally decided that 
you were right and I was sadly in error." 
He was annoyed that she should revert 
afresh to the disagreeable subject. 

" You are mistaken, sir. For once you 
are right. I think it would be a very serious 
mistake for you to act on my suggestion. 
Your motive, as you have pointed out, 
would be misconstrued/' 

He dropped her arm and faced her 
squarely. The promenade deck was filling 
up ; the band was playing a lively two-step. 

" Do you mean to say — " he began ; but 
she interrupted him : 

"Certainly ! Do you wish me to repeat 
it?" and her curving lips parted in a light 
laugh at his incredulity. 

" Repeat it," he demanded, eagerly. 

" You were right and I was grievously 
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wrong/' she reiterated, emphasizing each 
word. Then, ever anticipating, she quickly 
replaced her hand on his arm and added : 
"Let us keep walking, for if we stand here 
we will look like two children in a game 
of ring-around-a-rosy/' 

The participants in the evening dance 
were beginning to circle the flag-draped 
deck to a babble of voices in three lan- 
guages. 

There is a progressive impetuosity about 

one of those after-dinner promenade-dances 

on a liner. First half a dozen couples 

stroll along the brightly lighted, yellow 

deck. On one side there is the glaring 

white exterior of the cabins with the 

light flooding out, and within glimpses 

of warmth and color and comfort; of 

polished wood, and sparkling glass, and 
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the green and gold of cosdy and elaborate 
ornamentation. 

On the other side, a waist-high bulwark 
with bleached wooden rail, and beyond it 
stretching into illimitable space an abyss 
of gloom, except where the lights from 
the lower decks flash upon a world of 
black waters that race past to the rhythmic 
and subdued pound of machinery far be- 
low the gush and slobber of escape pipes. 

A few more couples appear, the women 
tying veils and mantillas over their heads. 
The line of promenaders is a skeleton ; 
but little by little the skeleton becomes 
articulated, begins to take on flesh, and 
before you are aware a long, black form 
has taken shape and is encircling the deck 
to the triumphant movement of innumer- 
able feet. 
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Off at one end the ship's band, re- 
cruited from the cabin stewards, is playing a 
fussy and more or less phlegmatic Bavarian 
march. There is a pause ; the music halts, 
then begins again, and there blares out 
beneath the festoons of flags, and over the 
echoless wastes of ocean, one of the most 
negrofied of negro ditties. There is a 
chorus of feminine shrieks of laughter, with 
a hoarser accompaniment, as the music falls 
on the ears of the American contingent; a 
quickening of footsteps, to which the whole 
line responds ; a sort of cotton-dock shuffle ; 
a cross between a dog-trot and a modified 
breakdown, and the promenaders move 
faster, on a double quick. 

Suddenly from out the line two figures 
shoot with centrifugal grace and go spin- 
ning down the deck. Another couple 
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takes a parabolic curve and joins the 
first; then another and another follow 
until the thinning line disintegrates, seeks 
advantageous standing room, and the 
promenade ends in the dance. 

"Shall we join the rout?" inquired 
Breslin, nodding to the dancers as they 
found themselves almost the last in the 
attenuated line. She bowed a smiling 
assent ; the next instant they were whirl- 
ing away to "Yale Boola" as martyred 
by the alien band. 

To Jack Breslin it was the one moment 
of supreme enjoyment he had known in 
years. The perplexing vagaries and 
passions of his recent life, the tantalizing 
moods of Judith Stenton, his own alternat- 
ing swings between hope and fear of the 

future, were forgotten. 
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He only knew that he held her supple, 
yielding form in a close embrace ; that her 
glorious eyes looked into his ; that her 
soft breath brushed his cheek while a 
dainty, almost imperceptible perfume en- 
veloped her. He held a sense of own- 
ership of this radiant creature that he 
was prepared to contest with all the 
world. 

In the midst of it, as though some imp 
out in the blackness beyond the fling of 
the steamer's myriad lights had hurled an 
assegai and smote him, there came a rush 
of that reasonless passion which he had 
thought dead and gone. The pleasure 
he had felt an instant before disappeared 
like a marsh mist beneath the sun. Every- 
thing that had been tinged with romance 

and touched with the high-light of his 
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impetuous love became tawdry and com- 
monplace. Even Judith seemed suddenly 
and strangely to have surrendered the 
charm that had fascinated him but a 
moment before. 

" You'll not mind if I leave you for an 
hour or so." 

Judith did not reply at once. The light 
from within shone full upon him, and as 
she studied his face hurriedly she noted 
the suppressed eagerness of his manner 
and again that dull, baleful gleam in his 
eyes. She had anticipated it all ; she had 
penetrated the mystery at last, and now 
she planned to save him. 

** Certainly not," she answered, with 

enforced calmness. Taking out her tiny, 

jewelled watch she continued, glancing 

from it up to his face : " It is now eight 
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o'clock. I shall release you until ten ; then 
I would like to see you because I have 
something very important to tell you/' 
She struggled to conceal her emotion, coax- 
ing with a certain impressive seriousness : 

"Promise me one thing, Mr. Breslin, 
that when you begin to play you will not 
grow reckless." 

"You know, then?" he muttered, with a 
bitter laugh. 

"Yes, I know," she continued. There 
was anxiety in her voice now; a great 
yearning in her eyes, as she went on : 

"You are possessed by that dread 
mania again ; your appearance and man- 
ner, every feature and action indicate it ; 
your fingers ache to handle the cards, 
don't they ? But you will promise me that 

you will not grow reckless ?" 
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" I promise/' he answered, turning his 
eyes away to avoid her gaze. 

*'This thing clears rather than befogs 
the brain," he added, as if to reassure her. 
"It's queer, I know ; but I can think more 
rapidly and see farther when I am under 
this cursed influence than when I am in 
my normal condition. I promise you 
faithfully. Miss Stenton, I will not over- 
step the bounds of prudence." He 
laughed harshly as he added, "It begins 
to look as though I were possessed of a 
devil, doesn't it?" 

He left her and had reached the door of 
the smoking-room when he heard his name 
called softly. She was breathless with her 
run. 

"Pardon, me, Mr. Breslin, if I seem 

unduly importunate," she panted; "There 
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is another matter, another promise ; will 
you make it?" 

"With the greatest pleasure; two of 
them if you wish ;'' but there was irrita- 
tion in his assent. "You know there is 
nothing I can refuse you," he added hur- 
riedly, noting in the circle of light the 
shadow that passed over her face. 

"I assume the risk of appearing un- 
womanly in making it. It is this : if dur- 
ing the evening I send for you, will you 
come to me?" 

"At an instant's notice." 

"Think," she persisted. "You might 
be in a position where you would not care 
to quit ; could not for — for — ^your reputa- 
tion's sake," 

" Such a contingency will not arise." 

"Thanks. I shall not send for you 
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unless I feel it necessary." She floated 
away down the long deck, leaving him to 
the mad influence unrestrained. 

The entrance of Breslin was the signal 
for a general cessation of conversation in 
the smoking-room. The players at the 
half-dozen tables held their cards, or the 
deal, suspended to follow him with their 
eyes. 

He was effusively welcomed by the 
fraternity of the celluloid chip at his own 
particular table. 

They were rejoiced to see him, all except 
the Boston manufacturer, who had neither 
forgotten nor forgiven the allusion to the 
amateurs. He was particularly taciturn 
and ungracious, and was disposed to re- 
sent the Philadelphian's re-entry into the 

game. 
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** Here, banker, Fm going to cash in." 
Mr. Jacob Schlernitz, of Chicago, who 
was engaged in a twenty-five-cent " ante," 
three-dollar limit game, pushed a stack of 
chips across the table with two forefingers 
toward a sickly looking young man nick- 
named "Memphis." 

" Goin' to quit ?" inquired several voices 
in unison. 

**Yep!" responded the Chicagoan, a big 
fellow with good nature written all over 
his face. 

'* What's the matter : got cold feet?" 

** Nope. I'm forty out, but I can't play 
three-dollar limit over here when that Phila- 
delphia icycle yonder's winning a thousand 
an hour," was the curt reply. "He gits 
on my nerve." 

The "banker" cashed, the chips and 
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Schlemitz, shoving the bflls carelessly into 
his vest-pocket, rose from the table. 

" He stuck me for a thousand the other 
night, and I want to see someone else git it 
in the neck,'* he continued. " Talk about 
luck! He'd break the bank at Monte 
Carlo twice a day between meals. He 
held fours on me five times in an hour, and 
agin a full house twice. Huh! an' he plays 
his cards like a Watson." 

From the beginning of the voyage, 

though there were numerous games of 

poker and "cinch" continually in progress, 

the comer frequented by the Philadelphian 

had been a magnet for the crowd. The 

participants were cool, seasoned, steady 

players who rarely spoke, and the high 

play was as exciting to the spectators as 

it was to the gamblers themselves. To- 
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night, when the word went round that 
the millionaire Philadelphian was playing 
again, the circle was augmented by the 
breaking up of several smaller games 
through general expectation of witnessing 
a repetition of his phenomenal luck. 

Under a gray canopy of smoke wreaths 
the play ran on with varying success for 
everyone except Breslin and the manu- 
facturer ; the former began to win and the 
latter to lose from the start. Breslin 
played with his usual daring, and soon 
discovered that his winnings were mount- 
ing into thousands. The Boston man, 
whose chronic hard luck was already a 
matter of common gossip, seemed deter- 
mined on this particular night to shatter 
the records in that respect. 

An hour elapsed and a deck steward, 
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elbowing his way through the encircling, 
breathless throng around the players, 
handed the Philadelphian a small sheet of 
paper folded notewise. He opened it and 
read in her hand the solitary word, 
'' Come !" 

There was the disposition instantly to 
obey and fulfil his promise, but, with the 
mental resolve that he would surrender 
his seat after the next deal, he turned to 
the waiting steward and replied, "In a 
moment." 

Passing and repassing the smoking- 
room of the "Kaiserin Wilhelmina" prom- 
enaders on deck could view everything that 
was happening within, provided the heavy 
maroon curtains were not drawn over the 
circular windows to shut out prying eyes. 

On this night no curtains intervened, and 
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those without were witnesses of all that 
transpired. 

On the deal immediately following the 
receipt of Judith's note, two players only, 
Breslin and the Boston man, who had dealt, 
remained to the finish. After a cross-fire 
of bets— ^it was a "natural'* jack-pot — 
Breslin won on the other's " call." 

As Jack spread four kings fanwise on the 
table the loser whitened to the point of 
collapse ; then, before anyone could divine 
his purpose, and with incredible rapidity, 
he whipped out a revolver and aimed it 
squarely at the breast of his opponent, 
not four feet distant. 

The onlookers were spellbound. Those 
in the circle immediately behind the in- 
tended victim, and in the line of fire, had 
no time to move before there was a flash 
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and report and a cloud of grayish smoke 
hung over the table and the players. 
There was a sharp, short struggle, the 
crash of overturning chairs, a vicious oath 
or two, and the would-be murderer, dis- 
armed and struggling, was rushed from 
the room. Then white-faced stewards hur- 
riedly set things to rights. 

Breslin was unharmed. With marvel- 
lous presence of mind, the player sitting 
to the right of the crazed man struck 
up his hand as he pressed the trigger, 
and the bullet buried itself in the ceil- 
ing. 

Pale with the shock and the unexpected- 
ness of the attack, Breslin was otherwise 
self-possessed and cool. He sat unmoved 
until quiet had been restored and the 

others had reseated themselves prepara- 
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tory to resuming the game, when he said, 
with great deliberation : 

" Under the circumstances I cannot bring 
myself to accept this." — He indicated the 
pile of chips representing hundreds of 
dollars untouched in the centre of the 
table. — " I won it fairly, as you all know, 
upon the deal of the madman who has 
just failed to murder me. It is my prop- 
erty ; I donate it to the Snug Harbor for 
Aged Seamen in New York, and shall ask 
the purser to take charge of it for that 
purpose." There was a great hush on the 
frequenters of the smoking-room as he 
spoke. 

Rising and resting both hands on the 

table, he continued, still addressing the 

gamblers : " I am considerably ahead in 

this game. I am now ready to give satis- 
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faction with the cards to any gentleman 
from whom I have won and who may de- 
mand it; but after this evening I shall 
cease playing." 

He waited a moment in the intense 
silence for someone to speak. There was 
no response, and, with a word to the 
" banker " about settling his account in the 
morning, he quietly withdrew. 

As he stepped outside, the singing 
breeze from the desert of waters brought 
to him the faint suggestion of a delicate 
perfume which he instantly recognized. 
Judith Stenton was clinging to the brass 
handrail in the shadow. 

"I saw it all," she whispered. The face 

she turned toward him was blanched with 

fear; the hand that she extended as he 

hurried to her side trembled. 
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"Pretty narrow squeak, wasn't it?" he 
said, with assumed levity. 

** Pray do not speak of it in jest,'* she 
pleaded, as she led him aft, away from the 
smoking-room, along the brilliantly lighted 
vista of planks. 

" Why did you send for me ?" he asked, 
an indefinable joy in his heart. 

"You will not laugh or think me super- 
stitious if I tell you?" she replied, hesi- 
tatingly. 

" Not at all, but I fancy I know what you 
are about to say." 

"Then say it for me." 

" You had a presentiment I was in the 
presence of some danger, and wanted to 
try and save me?" 

She looked up in a startled way. 

" How did you guess it?" 
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" If I was a sermonizer I would say that, 
like Saul of Tarsus, I had seen a great 
light As I am not, I must simply confess 
that within the past few moments I have 
made a great discovery/' 

"What is it?" 

" Of course, you know what this says," 
and he drew the bronze box from his 
pocket, as they halted under the overhead 
light, and tapped it lighdy with his fingers. 
" You may not recall the exact words, but 
I have this letter of Horatius engraved on 
my soul. He warns Suetonius to make 
the most of his opportunities and also 
to beware, for there is a blood pen- 
alty attached to the dice. Do you fol- 
low?" 

" Yes, yes ; go on !" she urged, im- 

patiendy. 
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"I do not know what you will think of 
me when I tell you that I now know that 
the blood penalty this old Roman wrote 
about has clung to these dice for nineteen 
hundred years, and in the past few days 
the influence they have exerted has been 
responsible for all the crimes that have 
attended their possession." 

There was no reply, but he felt a firm 
pressure of assent upon his arm. 

"It came to me with the discharge of 
that fool's revolver a moment ago. It, 
somehow, was the thing that opened my 
eyes. Look at the record of death and 
crime that has attended the unearthing of 
these relics !" 

He paused abruptly. She was ignorant 

of the means by which he had secured 

possession of them — his bribery of the 
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foreman of the laborers; was it wise to 
disclose this phase of the baleful influence? 
She knew he had killed one man, and to 
confess that he had tempted another to 
commit a crime would lower him immeas- 
urably in her esteem. 

"I obtained these relics through con- 
nivance with a thief," he began, not daring 
to meet her eyes. Then he paused await- 
ing some exclamation of surprise or regret. 
There was none, and he continued : 

" I was seized with an irresistible desire 
to obtain possession of this box even be- 
fore I knew what it was, and while the 
skeleton of the Centurion was still lying in 
the debris at Pompeii. I was tempted to 
play thief and steal it myself; that I did 
not was because I had no opportunity. 

I did what was equally as contemptible, 
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though: I bribed an ignorant rascal to steal 
It for me/' 

"Of course, you were as guilty as he," 
she interrupted, gently. 

"More guilty," he added, self-accus- 
ingly, "for he would not have com- 
mitted the theft if I had not tempted 
him." 

He sketched lightly, with terse descrip- 
tion, the murder of his valet, Michele 
Brogi ; the episode of the fatal night that 
witnessed the assassination of Pietro Ferri 
in the old house near the Capuana gate ; 
the villainous attempt on his own life by 
Bacci in the streets of Naples, and his 
strange experience with the village priest, 
who had saved him in Solopaca. Some 
of this was not new to Judith, yet she 

listened to the recital with breathless in- 
301 



Digiti; 



zed by Google 



Zhc Crimson Dice 

terest It emphasized the truth of her 
own discovery. 

"Does my experience surprise you?** 
he inquired in a low voice as he finished. 
The memory of his latest escape from 
death bore more heavily on him than he 
cared to show. 

" No, because I also have had an expe- 
rience," she replied, with a regretful smile. 

"You?" he cried in astonishment 
"What experience have you had?" 

It had never occurred to him to asso- 
ciate her temporary possession of the old 
pagan gamesters' accursed tools with that 
wild night in the steerage. 

She told him all : described the onrush 
of the unhallowed impulses ; the uncon- 
trollable desire to ignore conventionalities 

which had driven her to that escapade, 
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while all the moral forces of her nature 
fought like stars in their courses against it. 

" I knew then that some power for evil 
accompanied the possession of the dice/* 
she went on, with a look that thrilled 
him and told more than words that his 
sins and shortcomings were already for- 
given. "I knew," she continued, "that 
their sinister influence had laid hold on 
you when they came from the hand of 
Suetonius." 

He moved as if to interrupt her, but 
restraining him by a gesture she reverently 
continued : 

" I was confirmed in the belief through 
another fact. That letter of Horatius 
proves conclusively that Christ the Glori- 
ous did live, and, dying, the Roman soldiers 
cast lots for His garments ; the sandals and 
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the seamless robe. The authenticity of 
those dice, Mr. Breslin, is as firmly estab- 
lished as that the Christ was or that the 
letter of Horatius is a fact" 

" I see ! I see !" he cried. 

The clouds were breaking at last. 

" I agree with you ; the judgment of my 
own experience verifies the story of the 
Nazarene. Influences beyond all human 
agencies were associated in His life and 
death," he added, devoudy. 

His frank acknowledgment was no sur- 
prise. She had expected it. He was con- 
tinuing when she interrupted to ask for 
the bronze box. She opened it and re- 
moved the dice, leaving the parchment in 
its ancient receptacle. 

They were standing by the rail as they 
talked, looking out across the gulf of night 
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and waters that separated them from the 
stars ; the night so full of mystery, the 
unknown, and the unknowable. Suddenly, 
along the horizon's rim to the south a 
pulsation of light trembled, fluttered again, 
and ended in a flash, followed by a distant 
roar. Before the pallid fires had died his 
eyes sought her face upturned to his. The 
fading glow seemed to weave a halo 'round 
her head, and in that instant he saw in her 
eyes that which awed him : the glory of a 
great love and an abiding faith. 

** Do you mind walking forward ?" she 
asked, indicating by a nod the expanse of 
deck beyond and below them stretching 
out to the forecastle. 

**I have something to say," she mur- 
mured nervously, **and I can say it best 
where we shall not be interrupted." 
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He felt that the end was very near now. 
Fate, that had so capriciously flung them 
together, was leading swiftly on. All his 
hope of happiness was focusing on those 
passing moments. 

They descended and made their way 
forward past winch and hatch till they 
stood above the phosphorescent waters, 
rose-colored and silver, that swept back in 
curling masses from the cutwater. The 
two sailors on watch moved around like 
shadows in the dim haze of atmospheric 
light. 

"I want to tell you, Mr. Breslin, how 

deeply I have regretted that first evening 

on board. I do not know what possessed 

me to speak to you as I did," she said, 

after an embarrassing pause. Her face 

was in the shadow, yet despite her efforts 
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to appear calm there was the strain of 
suppressed emotion in her voice. 

A great exultation swept over him. He 
endeavored to interrupt her, but, persisting 
gently, she continued : 

" I was wholly in the wrong ; inexcus- 
ably unjust. I think, perhaps, my self- 
esteem was wounded ; I am foolishly 
supersensitive at times. I have fancied 
that was the reason, but, whatever it was, 
I have since longed to tell you how I re- 
gretted It and — now— oh ! — I — hope you 
will forgive me !" 

** Forgive you?" he cried, rapturously, 
the love of years struggling into words 
while every pulse tugged under the fierce 
beat of his blood like a hound at the 
leash. His strong arms were about her in 
an instant. 
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'* Forgive you ? there is nothing to for- 
give, my darling!" he rushed on, incoherent 
with joy. " I did suffer ; I have been suf- 
fering for years ; I won't deny it ; it made 
my life all bitterness. But now, it's all 
over; I have you safe at last You are 
mine ; I have come into possession of my 
own after I thought it was lost to me 
forever ; I have you safe, safe, and I shall 
never let you go, Judith, darling, as long 
as I live." 

She yielded herself unresistingly to his 
embrace, and in the misty light of star and 
sea lifted her glorious eyes and lips to 
meet his. 

What mattered it to them if the slouch- 
ing sailors on the lookout grinned and 
nudged each other ; what if the officer on 

the bridge, another silent spectator, hung 
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over the snowy tarpaulin at an angle that 
endangered his life ? 

They were in another world ; the world 
of love and dreams that is as old as Eden 
and as young as yesterday. 

There was a moment of blissful silence ; 
the silence that comes but once into a pure 
woman's life, and then a white hand crept 
caressingly up to his cheek and her voice, 
vibrant with a great joy, whispered : 

**I never want to be lost again, Jack, 
dearest, never ! never !" 

" See," she said, breaking the stillness 
after a while. In the palm of her hand above 
the rail reposed the dice of Horatius. 

" In our new life we shall have no use 
for these. Jack, dear, shall we?" she in- 
quired, with a radiant smile. 

He shook his head silently, and the arm 
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about her that drew her closer to him 
trembled. 

V Then let us end the curse forever here 
and now, for the world, dear one, is full 
enough of sorrow." Stretching her arm 
far out above the hissing waters that 
raced on into distant blackness through 
myriad lights below, she murmured : 

" Thanks, oh, Horatius, for your kindly 
warning; the world will never need it 
now." 

With a graceful motion of her hand, 
palm downward, that was like a benedic- 
tion above an open grave, she dropped the 
dice, cross-marked and cursed, into the 
depths of the summer sea. 
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